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Editorial 
If Universities could speak the tale they would tell would be 
a mixed one; and as they do not the story we tell for them, as 
in "Galmahra", is mixed, too. Any reader of this issue who 
begins at the beginning and works his way through must be pre­
pared to to leap mentally from topic to topic, from the serious 
to the gay, from verse to prose. And if he does so he will gain 
only a slight conception of the diversity of ideas and activities 
which compose a University. 
And the motives that spur on to write that small minority 
of students who produce "Galmahra" year by year are mixed too. 
Some write in response to that old tradition of "writing some­
thing for 'Galmahra' "; some feel the urge to impart some 
cherished idea; some put pen to paper in a sheer agony of self­
expression, an agony sometimes apparent in the manuscript; 
but at least one contribution in this issue was written out of a 
pure joy for writing itself-and that, perhaps, is the best. 
It is hoped that if "Galmahra" this year is less unified in 
tone that were previous issues, it is also more representative of 
the student mind, and our thanks for this are due to all con­
tributors, also to Miss Anne Cotton who designed the cover, and 
to "Mac" of "Shipping News," who however accustomed to the 
gratitude of student editors must accept at least one more tribute 
to his genius for being helpful at the right moment. 
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ARTISTIC STUDIES 
The Poetry of Judith Wright 
By DAVID ROWBOTHAM. 
Judith Wright is the most outstanding discovery among Aus­
tralian poets of recent years. She challenges the stature of R. 
D. FitzGerald and Kenneth Slessor; but her total merits may not 
yet be fully assessed because we do not know what quantity, 
besides quality, she is capable of producing. Nevertheless, she 
has already given us considerable indication of her capabilities, 
enough to show that she is essentially a lyricist with the happy 
art of infusing the magic of the true lyric into any narrative she 
may undertake. In "South of My Days," one of the finest con­
tributions ever made to Australian literature, we are able to see 
the story-teller at work; but a story-teller aiming at more than 
the mere story, one who is intent on sublimating the theme with 
sheer lyrical beauty:­
. "South of my days' circle, part of blood's country. 
rises the tableland, high delicate outline 
of bony slopes wincing under the winter, 
low trees, blue-leaved and olive, out-cropping granite­
clean, lean, hungry country. The creek leaf-silenced, 
willow-choked; the slope a tangle of medlar and crab-apple, 
branched under and over, beared with a green lichen. 
and the old cottage lurching in for shelter." 
How striking, how richly Australian, these lines are! In a 
:single perfect poem we are introduced to a new personality in 
,Australian poetry; a personality which has a little bit of Pater­
son in it, a little bit of Hugh McCrae; a personality cultivated in 
this great Australian environment, transfiguring tradition, en­
riching it, and doing justice to both the universal and the par­
ticular in creative writing. 
Miss Wright was "discovered" by "Meanjin": but whilst 
_being recognised as actively associated with the Meanjin 
group of writers, she has not allowed her professed ideals to re­
strict her expression on other lines of thought generally con­
trary to, but nevertheless associated in the poetic way with the 
Meanjin creed. The result is she has achieved an individuality 
lacking in some Meanjin poets, and is adequately represented 
in most up-to-date Australian anthologies. She is young (born 
1915, in Adelaide, N.S.W.), and is at present living in Queensland, 
which is one reason why this article is being written. In this 
State where the arts are conspicuously absent. it is stimulating 
to know that someone-a quite distinguished someone-is fanning 
the flame of culture into a brightness. It is interesting to note 
also that the Meanjin group, which is becoming more consider­
able each year, had its beginning in Brisbane under the leader­
ship of C. B. Christesen. 
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Judith Wright, since giving us "South of My Days," has never 
written another poem quite as good as it; but we feel sure it 
will come. "Woman to Man", which appeared in the Spring 
1946 edition of "Meanjin Papers", displays as usual the keen, 
lyrical mind which goes deep, grasping at symbolism and some­
times the obscure to give its poetry a peculiar, vital quality. 
However, the mysticism and symbolism of much modern poetry 
is a dangerous thing. It is only a step further to obscurantism. 
It crippled much of W. B. Yeats's earlier work. and many young 
contemporary Australian poets need to guard themselves against 
the habit. It is a vice which one feels will disappear with age, 
for it is already on the wane in England. 
Even in poems which may not be her best, Judith Wright 
succeeds invariably in giving us a sensation of the highest lyrical 
quality. In "Woman to Man" she says: ­
"This is the blood's wild tree that grows; 
the intricate and folded rose." 
The effect of cadence here is unquestionable. The lines literally 
sing. The same redeeming sensation occurs in "The Cycads," a 
more recent but not distinctive poem, when, speaking of the 
plants-"these smooth dark flames (which) flicker at time's own 
root"-she chose as her subject, she says­
"Among the complicated birds and flowers 
they seem a generation carved in stone." 
Although she employs rhyme at times, depending no doubt 
on her mood, she seems to favour the omission of it, concentrat­
ing for her poetical effects on cadence and the masterly combina­
tion of verse and speech or natural stresses. Her mere choice of 
words give the flavour of poetry immediately. As with prac­
tically all poets who deal with their themes in a deliberate, 
serious manner, rising rhythm is her preference, and she uses it 
well, taking clever advantage of the elasticity it allows. In 
"Trapped Dingo," aptly chosen by Serle for his revised edition 
of "An Australasian Anthology,'' we see a typical form of hers. 
"Bullocky" which approaches in melody and strength to close 
to "South of My Days" that it is almost sacrilege to disect it 
technically to see what it is made of, is a very regular poem both 
for metre and for rhyme, while for the intrinsic beauty of lyrical 
poetry the fifth stanza stands alone:­
".... past the campfire's crimson ring 
the star-struck darkness cupped him round, 
and centuries of cattlebells 
rang with their sweet uneasy sound." 
Periodical and literary journals, both in Australia and 
abroad, are publishing Judith Wright's poems. Here she has 
to rely on the reputations being established per medium mainly 
of "The Bulletin". "Meanjin" and "Poetry". Her book of poems, 
"The Moving Image". has been well received in this country, 
and we hope it enjoys success overseas despite the recent restric-
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tion on importations of Australian and American books that Eng­
land has been forced to impose. Hugh McCrae and Chris. 
Brennan-particularly Brennan-are popular in England, and 
Slessor and FitzGerald have the stuff to make them internation­
ally admired. So has Judith Wright. Poets like Brennan began 
to place Australian literature among the world's most consider­
able. Judith Wright to-day is helping to consolidate and justify 
the position. Only a little over 150 years ago the First Fleet 
sailed into Sydney Cove. It is highly creditable to Australia as 
~nation that in such a short time a quickly maturing, significant 
~1terature has arisen, imbued with that innate quality of strong, 
mdividual colour which this temperamental and passionately 
loved land has bestowed so generously upon it. 
The Mountain 
This is deeper than the universe 
Of the greatest intellect, living, vibrant, 
Washed by the lavish sun and wise in the ters' 
Coherent whispers of the native wind 
Climbing. sliding on the undefined. 
This is permanent, embedded deep 
And rising high beyond the heaven's line, 
Dayly eminent. by night in sleep 
Storing energy in underground ways 
To survive a thousand thousand unknown days. 
Its summer had begun when Christ was a child 
And endured as the earth from which it grew one wild 
Cretaceous age; it whitens not with winter 
Of its own long years but with the parched grey death 
Of earth's good seasons and the forest fire's breath. 
It imparts a knowledge of the world 
And vanished men who lived and loved awhile. 
Here, with unfamiliar laws in their mile 
Of villages and died, leaving their bones 
To mix and crumble in the mountan's stones. 
This is spacious as an exile's dream of home 
And mysterious as a science yet untaught 
Tu which all men of earnest turn and come 
For illimitable truths the world has wrought. 
-DAVID ROWBOTHAM. 
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Australian Sea Poetry 
By VAL VALLIS. 
When Australia was some thirty years old, Wentworth wrote 
of her in what Professor Murdoch, amongst others, considers to 
be a poem as being a possible successor to Britain, that despotic 
Empress of old ocean's tide; and although one held such high 
hopes for his land, those over-rated prophets her poets were 
not impressed, and such dreams of Australian sea-power did not 
influence their work. Their manner remained English, and al­
though they found much to sing about in their cultural exile, 
they could not discover any poetry in the immensity of the 
oceans that occasioned it. 
Even when at last poets were striving to express the spirit 
of the new land in rhyme little was written of the sea. It was 
not until 1891 that E. J. Brady, a young man employed as a tally 
clerk on a Sydney wharf, began writing ballads about ships and 
their exciting crews. In 1899 his book, "The Ways of Many 
Waters," was brought out by the "Bulletin" Company. Of it, 
John Masefield has said that "it contains the best poems yet 
written about the merchant sailor and the man-a-war's man." It 
is a pity that the Commonwealth Literary Fund did not find its 
way clear to include a reprint of this work in the series with 
Lawson and Dennis. It is first-rate ballad poetry that really 
makes the reader feel that he is "signed-on" for the trip. Here 
are some lines from "Down in Honolulu" : 
"We heard the Chinkies prattle 
Way up in China Town, 
We heard the hawse chains rattle 
That let the anchor down; 
'Eight Bells' I hear them falling, 
The Yankee's bugles blow; 
'Eight Bells' the bosun's calling­
Dear Love. I've got to go!" 
I can only advocate that the young Australian should read 
Brady's ballads for himself, and in so doing I realise that many 
of us have grown up in an age that is not given to ballad writing. 
That is our loss. The ballad was not below the notice of Shake­
speare, and in "Hamlet", "Othello" and "Lear" he used its 
directness of expression as the lightning flash to add terror to 
the thunder-roll of his tragic poetry. Our grandfathers still 
quote scraps of Lawson and Paterson with pleasure. Does the 
clever poetry of our contemporaries offer the same rare enjoy­
ment? 
Sea ballads only slightly below Brady's in quality have been 
written over the last thirty years by Will Lawson, a New 
Zealander resident in Australia. His poem, "The Flying Dutch­
man,'' links the old German legend with an Australian whaling 
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ship, in a skilful blending of supernatural and plain tale 
reminiscent of the best work of the 15th century. It is to be 
regretted that such fine verse is not included in our anthologies, 
for it possesses a vigour absent from many pages of the Murdoch 
and the Serle collections. We boast of our country's virility, yet 
despise its most energetic poetry. 
This is not an attempt to decry other verse forms. Poetry's 
appeal is wide, and has never been restricted to mere story-tell­
ing. The sea as poetic material is as old as poetry itself; it has 
offered countless images, as well as countless stories. Both story 
and image are found in the work of Kenneth Slessor. Written 
over a period of nearly 20 years, it was not until the publication 
of his selection, "100 Poems", that much of his work became 
easily accessible. In his early twenties he wrote: 
"At five I wake, rise, rub the smoking pane 
A port to see-water breathing in the air . 
Boughs broken. The sun comes up in a golden stain, 
Floats like a glassy sea-fruit. .. " 
Since then, he has looked out of his window many times, always 
to find new meaning, new mystery, and a new beauty of vision. 
In poetry as lively as anything written in English, he has given 
us pictures of Sydney Harbour and the Pacific. Slessor has been 
accused of borrowing-from Eliot, from Hopkins, and the Sit­
wells. One reading of "Captain Dobbin" alone prompts the 
reply that if indeed he borrowed he improved. (It appears that 
if Eliot "makes reference" to an earlier poem, he is applauded; 
Slessor is branded as dishonest.) · 
In "Captain Dobbin", the "Out of Time" sonnets, and above 
all in "Five Bells", Slessor regards the sea as the fountain-head 
of his imagery. just as other poets use Time, or Love, or Death, 
and even these abstractions he seems to interpret in terms of the 
sea. It is inadvisable to reprint snippets to illustrate the 
imagery in "Five Bells", for much is lost by the inability to relate 
the image to the whole poem. It is a hackneyed device to 
poetasters to entitle a poem "Symphony" or "Nocturne", hoping 
by musical confusion to explain away the reader's inability to 
appreciate its mediocrity, yet in a true sense Slessor's "Five 
Bells", with its co-ordination of themes and its variations of 
imagery based on a sea-motif, is great symphonic writing. 
To this music other poets were listening. Inspired by what 
lay beyond Captain Dobbin's window and the "harbour 
drenched with light" many Australian poets over the last seven 
or eight years have put to sea, often in vessels not suited to the 
purpose. And whereas Slessor was equally at home with Captain 
Cook and the P. and 0., other poets have chosen a Pacific cen­
turies old to explore. Here are some of our sailors and the cap­
tains they sail under: -R. D. Fitzgerald, with Tasman, striking 
trouble off Heemskirck Shoals, but finding time to discuss White 
Australia with him; Francis Webb with Ben Boyd, the founder 
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of Boydstown; De Quiros-Torres (an expedition absolutely over­
crowded with versifiers-Ian Mudie, Rex Ingamells, James 
McAuley, and others). On this occasion Ingamells proved the 
best poet with his fine work, "Luis De Torres". Finally, only 
last year, Rosemary Dobson discovered a ship of ice, and inter­
viewed its corpses for the "Sydney Morning Herald". Their story 
recalled an early Eugene O'Neill play, "Oil' ', but was a major 
contribution to Australian verse. 
Poetic interest in sea-voyages has not died down. An ad­
vance notice has appeared for a verse play, "Shipwreck" by 
Douglas Stewart. As he has already given us our two best plays, 
one of snow and the other of the Glenrowan country, it is to be 
hoped that his new sea play does the hat-trick of excellence. 
Apart from the major poems mentioned there have been 
many shorter lyrical sea-pieces published. Three of the best of 
these are Judith Wright's "The Surfer" which begins: 
"He thrust has joy against the weight of the sea; 
climbed through, slid under those long banks of foam­
(hawthorn hedges in spring, thorns in the face stinging). 
How his brown strength drove through the hollow and coil 
of green-through weirs of water!" 
Nan McDonald's lyric "The Ship", beginning: 
"Now calm into the burning west 
Moves on the mast of my desire, 
And all my heart cries after her 
Torn wake of shadowed ice and fire." 
and finally , Betty Riddell's "Life Saver" with its sense of irre­
coverable loss, which recalls the elegies of Wilfred Owen: 
"He was carried shoulder-high 
Up the alleys of the sun. 
And the heat 
Washed over him from his head to his feet, 
But you cannot give the body back breath 
With a flagon full of sun. 
He is drowned , the tall one, 
Thin Brother Death 
Has him by the throat 
On the sand, in the sun." 
Such is the quality of Australian sea-poetry . It is not yet 
equal in bulk to our land-based verse, but for the most part it is 
of a higher poetic quality. It has passed from the simple narra­
tive to the ~en-lyric, and at present the narrative note appears to 
be returning, with the promise of a Browningesque blend. This 
leads to a final observation-a note of warning. The sea is ever­
present ; too many poets write only of the past , which at the 
best can be only a second-hand experience. The shadow of 
full-r igged sail has fallen upon them like a spell, and their eyes 
fa il to ~ee the ~erce, li".ing ~eauty of ~he ordinary cargo ships, 
that neither freights of Jam tms nor strikes can utterly divest of 
their inherent magic. 
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Musica Brittenica 
By IVAN MORSLEY 
A study in one of Britain's young com,posers. 
"Musical creations are, indeed, magical formulae for evoking 
particular states of mind in which the universal may be appre­
hended from particular angles-or, a complexity of such states 
of mind in a particular and ordered relation." 
Although Philip Heseltine used these words when writing 
of Delius, they apply universally to music of all times and 
places, and only in the spirit which they express should we ap­
proach the music of a composer who is new to us. Let us, there­
fore, apply them to the creations of Benjamin Britten (born 
1913), a composer whom conservative England early r ecognised 
as one of the brightest of her rising stars. 
· Britten's Serenade for Tenor Voice, Horn and String 
Orchestra, written in 1943, in spite of being a work of moderately 
small proportions, gives us a wonderfully complete picture not 
only of Ben Britten, the craftsman, the artist, and the man, but 
also of the whole contemporary scene. 
The Serenade opens with a Prologue consisting of a fourteen 
bat horn solo played on natural harmonics. This fact reveals 
the composer's unsophisticated delight in pure instrumental 
tone, a faculty so benumbed in most of us by our so-called 
modern civilisation. Thus, by establishing a pastoral mood and 
incidentally announcing the characteristic rhythm and essence 
of the whole series, the stage is set for the first of the six move­
ments or units. 
Aided by the unobtrusive punctuation marks of the horn, 
the tenor sings Cotton's Pastoral against delicious string har ­
monies which re-create the atmosphere of an English country­
sunset. What more effective impressionism has been achieved 
during this century than that which Britten offers us at the 
words (molto tranquillo) :­
"And now on benches all are sat 
In the cool air to sit and chat, 
Till Phoebus dipping in the West, 
Shall lead the world the way to rest. " 
Only rarely has the music of that clod of English earth­
Ralph Vaughan Williams-given us such r ealistic, populated 
tranquillity. Brit ten's world even in such idyllic scenes is never 
unpopulated as is usually that of Sibelius in his pcdiods 0£ frozen, 
pregnant calm. Using the world in the more spir itual sense . 
Britten's tranquillity differs from the serenity of Faure in which 
emotion is sublimated into form and figuration ratner than 
dynamics; he possesses more of that ecstatically contented tran­
quillity of the Delius "Serenade from Hassan". If Britten can be 
called the direct descendant of any composer, that composer is 
surely the creator of Gerontius, the Enigma Variations and the 
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Violin Concerto with the most wonderful cadenza ever recorded 
for posterity. He is dynamically youthful; h is exuberance is 
child-like, in the same sense as we speak of Mozart's buoyant 
style; but unlike Mozart's "absolute" music, Britten's symphonic 
and sonata form is usually of dynamic intent . 
In majestically stirring, symphonic tones, the orchestra in­
troduces the voice in the second unit, singing Tennyson's Noc­
turne: 
"The splendour falls on castle walls 
And snowy summits old in story, ..." 
with an impressionistic, accompanied cadenza for both soloists, 
the voice alternating with the horn: 
"Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 
Bugle, blow; answer, echoes, answer, 
dying, dying, dying . . . " 
and at the third entry of the "maestoso" theme: 
."O love they die in yon rich sky, 
They faint on hill or field or river; 
Our echoes roll from soul to soul 
And grow for ever and for ever.. .. " 
Is this as self-prophetic of Britten as it was of Tennyson? 
Impressionism, as we in this country have come to under­
stand the term through the works of Debussy and others, has 
taken a back seat in the contemporary world-theatre and that 
now middle-aged "wolf"-Expressionism, alias Atonalism (who 
has no birth-certificate and whose real father, confidentially, is 
double-dyed Romanticism), has sidled up beside her. Whether 
little Neo-Classicism is to be the only happy event of their recent 
wedlock, or whether there have been outside complications, is 
as yet an unanswerable question; however his still attractive 
mother is not a welcome guest at Ben Britten's place. Even in 
his songs and operas, his servant, Idiom allows her no fur ther 
than the front verandah. This is about the distance from which 
Beethoven saw her in his Pastoral Symphony; but Idiom in those 
days was still being fed with a silver spoon. While he now en­
dures the period of adolescence, Idiom is once more losing his 
individuality, as our prophets foretold. 
A short Elegy by Blake : 
"O Rose, thou ar t sick; 
The invisible worm 
That flies in the n ight, 
In the howling storm, 
Has found out thy bed 
Of cr imson joy; 
And his dark, secret love 
Does thy life destroy ." 
forms the frame upon which the vocal, middle-section of the 
third unit is built ; but other than the vocal line. which follows 
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the natural rise and fall of the voice in reciting the words, there 
is little else to complete the texture. This concentration upon 
the melodic line and bareness of accompaniment is the essence 
of Britten's operatic style, particularly of "Peter Grimes". At 
the words-"In the howling storm," the composer's "magical for­
mulae" evoke, in the listener, a fleeting but powerful feeling for 
counterpoint of intense emotional atmosphere, anticipating the 
or a cosy security resulting from homely or fatherly protecti011­
a sensation which Britten must often have felt, for he tells us:­
"My parent's house in Lowestoft directly faced the sea, and my 
life as a child was coloured by the fierce storms that sometimes 
drove ships on to our coast and ate away whole stretches of the 
neighbouring cliffs." 
This section is preceded and followed by a tense twentieth 
century "slow-movement" (andante appassionato!) for horn and 
strings, which might, at first hearing, be easily mistaken for the 
corresponding part of a Shostakovich symphony. Its most note­
worthy feature is the prevailing major-minor uncertainty-a 
universal characteristic of the present musical idiom; a spirit 
of instability corresponding prominent in the other arts, not to 
mention the social world; and vividly expressed by Britten's 
art-colleague, W. H. Auden: 
"This longing for assurance takes the form 
Of a hawk's vertical stooping from the sky; 
These tears, salt for a disobedient dream, 
The lunatic agitation of the sea; 
While this despair with hardened eyeballs cries 
'A Golden Age, a Silver, .... rather this, 
Massive and tactiturn years, the Age of Ice'." 
The Horn, after three attempts to decide whether it should 
conclude on the major or the minor third, brngs the movement to 
a close with a wailing glissando from minor third to major. 
naively betraying rnme gleam of hope in the future. Britten's 
music is often charged with deep feeling but is never marred bv 
sentimentality. 
Thie Dirge (Anonymous 15th Ccn1.urv) which follow. is a 
horrific sequel to the Elegy, and the moods inspiring both these 
pieces would certainly not have been foreign to the war-ravaged 
English populace at the time of their creation. That the enemy's 
Blitz helped produce a masterpiece is provocation enough for 
the North Countryman to remark: "That's wheer us gets us 
oahn back!" The tenor, taking his note from the last minor third 
of the horn's wail, launches at first unaccompanied into an un­
forgettable, haunting melody which is repeated nine times whilst 
the strings enter almost imperceptibly in free canon, with 
mysterious turns and slithers, gradually building up a polytonal 
counterpart of intense emotional atmosphere. anticipating the 
words: 
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"From Brig o' Dread when thou mayst pass, 
Every nighte and alle 
To Purgatory fire thou com'st at last; 
And Christe receive thy saule ...." 
at whicht the horn enters, forte, to explode the whole box of 
fireworks in a full climax of both texture and dynamics. After 
this the excitement gradually subsides but, on the way, flames 
up for a moment with realistic effect at the line: 
"The fire will burn thee to the bare bane ...." 
and finally leaves the tenor alone to finish as he began this 
superb re-creation of mediaeval religious fear. 
But woe to the man who takes the sorrows and horrors of 
life too seriously! In this spirit the horn flies with abandon into 
a leaping Scherzo; the lyric, paradoxically called "Hymn" by 
Ben Jonson, being an intoxicated serenade to the Moon, "Queen 
and huntress, chaste and fair." If one has enough self-control to 
suppress a sudden outburst of laughter as the tenor finishes a long 
decorative flourish on the words­
"Goddess, goddess, goddess, ex ... ce-lent-ly bright." 
someone will be heard to remark: "Egad! How utterly English!" 
Although Britten usually reserves it for special occasions, this 
decorative vocal writing is one of the composer's traits and is not 
the only evidence of the revival of the Baroque attitude of mind 
in contemporary music. 
Britten's vocal style in general represents a great advance in 
the musical setting of a language whose vowels are utterly un­
suited to the "Italian" type of melody which has monopolised 
English song since the time of Purcell, except perhaps in the 
sphere of genuine folk music and madrigal. 
Richard Wagner once wrote: "The human voice is really the 
foundation of all music, and whatever the development of the 
art, whatever the boldest combinations of a composer or the 
most brilliant execution of a virtuoso, in the end, they must 
always return to the standard set out by vocal music." But is 
there yet any widely recognised standard in this small but 
motley world?-the ancient Karva ceremony of the Fijians in­
volves singing in harmonies of quarter-tones, and Carillo's 
"Christopher Columbus" employing quarter-, eighth-, and six­
teenth-tones, has been sung. It may be that there is no limit to 
what can be achieved by generations of mind-training. 
Indeed, what a hard-worked machine the mind is!-but it 
is not long before the 
".... soft embalmer of the still midnight, 
Shutting with careful fingers and benign 
Our gloom-pleased eyes, ...." 
puts it to rest, as does our composer in the final movement of his 
Serenade, using the above quoted Sonnet by Keats. The "lulling 
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charities" of the accompaniment to this tenor solo breathe the 
atmosphere of the old modal church music of Tallis and Purcell, 
especially when prominence is given to the viola line. Divided 
strings finally "seal the hushed casket of my Soul,'' character­
istically concluding the piece on the eternal, immitigable major 
Triad. 
The Serenade is then tied together with the velvet ribbon of 
the Horn Prologue (now played off-stage as the Epilogue) and 
duly dedicated "To E.S.W." 
This "reinstatement of the Triad'' was predicted some y~ars 
ago by Sir James Jeans; by virtue of its being composed of the 
two most consonant intervals after the octave, it stands as a 
basic source of pleasure for all time. So musical Idiom has, at 
last, graduated from short pants to long 'uns, having victoriously 
survived the melting pot of the longest period of penance in his 
short life. From 1880 to 1930 he was thrown on the racks of 
innumerable-isms, and of these, his most unrelenting tyrant, that 
"dominant" capitalist-Major-minor Diatonicism, has only just 
condescended to share the throne with the communist­
Chromaticism, after a brush with the veteran independent candi­
date-Modalism. 
The communist, arriving a little before his time, tried to stage 
a revolution, but General Indignation soon showed him that 
evolution is better than revolution, recognising, at the same time 
that he had cleared the air a lot by his efforts In spite of his 
come-back, however, the capitalist now seems to be slowly com­
mitting suicide-an inevitable consequence of his dual nature. 
Britten has shown us that "it is the simplest solution which 
solves the most difficult problem," and that solution, as we have 
seen in the Serenade, is artistic genius and inspiration. We are 
speaking, of course, of Britten's problem, and this does not con­
demn the fruits which Rawsthorne and others offer us, with their 
"Central European" accent. 
But young Idiom is not yet rid of his growing-pains; maybe, 
he never will be-such is the price of eternal youth! His next 
big trial will be to have his octave cut up into fifty-three new 
notes. If this surgical operation is a success, what will our music 
be like then? 
As some know, curiosity was not the calamity that killed 
Columbus; but what really matters is creative participation. 
The Future is the unknown compound which must result from 
the polymerisation of the ingredients which our composers, and 
you and I, the listeners, are now adding. We can never neglect 
the contemporary scene without reaping a "substitute" future­
a future which is stillborn-a future whose "Zeitgeist" is Death. 
And-you ask-what is Death? 
Say, rather-What is Life? Man is not only blind, he is deaf. 
LISTEN! Heed what that music says­
"Life is immense!" 
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EDUCATION AND POLITICS 
What Price Integration? 
By BEVERLEY PATERSON. 
A plea for a Christian University. 
Historians, philosophers, sociologists and the most pertinent 
of our theologians tell us that we are coming to the end of an 
era. For better or worse, the old age of liberalism and laissez­
faire, of the humanistic view that social progress was as simple 
an evolutionary process as, they imagine from Darwin's teach­
ing, the evolution of man's body had been, has been shattered in 
the furies of two cataclysmic world wars. 
Whether we take with Spengler a pessimistic view of this, 
or whether we consider it a challenge to greater opportunities, 
the fact remains before us that the era our parents and grand­
parents took to be the prelude ~o the final golden age has gone 
for ever. What is this new world going to be like? What can 
we see that indicates the shape of the things to come? It would 
be a fascinating study in communal psychology and sociology to 
try to make a pattern out of certain straws in the wind. How­
ever, it is with the position of the University in this new world 
and particularly of the Australian University that I am here 
concerned. 
The liberal University has been characterised by its freedom 
of thought and the absence of any controlling doctrine. When 
Oxford and Cambridge admitted to degrees Roman Catholics, 
Non-conformists and Jews, and atheists as freely as orthodox 
Church of England students, they showed the belief of the liberal 
University that what a man believes should not be allowed to 
affect his studies, a belief, which carried to the extreme, produces 
the attitude that a man's morals are no concern of the institution 
which deals with his mental equipment. 
Thus is produced the most dangerous characteristic of the 
liberal University-disintegration. This is of two main types. 
Firstly, the disintegration of learning, the lack of any synthesis 
of knowledge. Science is divorced from arts , the humanities and 
the sciences are kept poles apart so that their reactions upon 2ach 
other are not made evident, with the result that each faculty 
thinks it has the final pronouncement to make on any topic. 
Worse still, the interaction between science and the humanities in 
the social sphere is not perceived nor analysed, with the result 
that the contributions of both to society are sadly handicapped. 
The actual isolation and stand-offishness of the various faculties 
within the one institution is probably the least harmful of the 
serious results of this type of disintegration. 
The other one is probably the more serious; it is the dis­
integration which believes that the University which helps a 
man develop his mind has no concern with his morals. It is the 
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type of disintegration which divides a man up into body, mind, 
and (perhaps ,though in most liberal Universities, it is a doubt­
ful point), spirit, and says, "We will deal with his mind alone". 
It is a ridiculous attitude, and is degrading to human personality. 
An all-round development is essential for a fully developed 
personality; the product of a so-called University which is in­
terested purely in mental development is mere intellectualism. 
Something is being done to overcome this in the introduction of 
compulsory physical education in some faculties of some Aus­
tralian Universities; those determining this new curriculum hav­
ing come to realise that a sound body is necessary to house a 
sound mind. 
There have been other criticisms of the liberal University, 
such as the Roman Catholic one, which believes that since the 
function of a University is to teach rather than to enquire, dogma 
must be fixed to prevent the teaching of error. However I wish 
to concentrate attention on what seems to me to be the most 
serious failure-that is , disintegration. 
It seems very likely that the liberal University will dis­
appear with the era which produced it. What then are we 
going to put in its place? This is a very important question, par­
ticularly for us, the graduates of the next few years, who will 
h ave some voice in directing the policies of our Universities in 
the next decade or two, which will probably witness some 
startling change. Where liberalism has been already replaced by 
what Leonard Woolf calls "neo-authoritarianism", there a new 
type of University has already appeared. In Nazi Germany the 
University was highly integrated. It was integrated round an 
absurd doctrine of race, to conform with which every subject in 
the University had to be studied from a biassed and one-sided 
point of view. Those who taught otherwise were extirpated­
we know the stories. In Communist Russia , there is also in­
tegration; we know less about it, but it seems that the method of 
dialectic materialism governs the way studies are undertaken. 
In short, the integrated University of neo-authoritarianism 
is grouped around a focal point. It is the lack of that focal point 
which has been the weakness of Universities as we know them. 
It is the lack of a sense of purpose and direction which has made 
it so deplorably easy for them to be harnessed to the all-power­
ful engine of capitalism, so that those subjects are especially en­
dowed and those courses particularly undertaken which will 
most assist the running of our industrial machine. This process 
can be witnessed in any Australian University at the present 
time, it helps partly to explain the lack of pure research under­
taken in Australia. Research will be put to the uses of those 
in control of society unless some more dominant purpose em­
braces this and every other aspect of University life. 
What should be the focal point of our integrated Universities 
of the future? We would certainly oppose any integration on the 
lines of Nazi distortion of biological and sociological facts. The 
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majority of Australian students, even those with leftist leanings, 
would be unwilling to base our inquiry (and/or teaching, de­
pending on the point of view) solely on dialectic materialism. 
To base it on something partial, such as science or humanism, is 
to integrate the University at the expense of over-emphasising 
one side of its activities. So that, in all these cases, the last state 
seems worse than the first. 
What other alternative is there? The Christian University. 
The neo-Thomist school of Roman Catholic theologians and 
thinkers is acquiring considerable influence; many Protestant 
students and graduates who are seriously alarmed at the plight 
of Australian Universities are also looking hopefully back to the 
ideal of the Mediaeval University. The Mediaeval University 
had certain characteristcis that we could well wish to embody 
in our Universities-it was a community of scholars; we are 
not a community, few of us are scholars; in it, students flocked 
to hear a good lecturer; a poor lecturer was ignored and some 
found it less expensive to give up lecturing. We are forced, like 
secondary school children and technical college trainees, to sit 
through every shade of lecture from the brilliant exposition, the 
discussion-group type, to those where the lecturer merely dic­
tates notes to us, or, worse still, reads at us the printed lecture 
notes already distributed to us. 
Then the Mediaeval University achieves a synthesis of learn­
ing. There is always the danger, of course, that a synthesis will 
become too complete, leaving no place to add further knowledge, 
becoming dogmatic rather than flexible. That was what hap­
pened to the Christian synthesis of learning St. Thomas Aquinas 
attempted. It hardened and was one of the chief causes of the 
opposition of the Roman Catholic and many Protestant churches 
to "modernism" and science. If we wish to make a synthesis of 
learning, and especially to show where religion and science both 
fit in to the field of study, we must beware of this tendency. This 
danger can be guarded against; in the present state of affairs 
where there is no synthesis, there is no such conception of that 
of the totality of knowledge and our partial study becomes mean­
ingless in a chaos of unrelated studies, and the intellectual, 
cynical and disillusioned is unable to help either the world or 
himself. 
The Mediaeval University, however, had its faults. Those 
who became too questioning or exercised too much freedom of 
thought regarding the accepted dogma were expelled. It seems 
then that a further danger of the integrated University is its 
one-sidedness. However, I do not see why this should be neces­
sarily so; again, it is a characteristic of which it has not a 
monopoly. It is very important to realise that a man's beliefs 
do make a difference to his approach to his subject. Whether a 
man is Protestant, Roman Catholic, Marxist or Fasctst, he can­
not deny that Julius Caesar. landed in Britain in 55 B.C., or that 
the past participle of "pourvoir" is "pu". But a man's philosophy 
Page Nineteen 
of life does make a difference to the way he interprets history, 
or teaches biology, or guides philosophical enquiry. I could 
quote examples of a Professor of Biology who has a mechanistic 
view of human development and lets it affect his lecturing, or 
an atheistic Professor of Philosophy with whose views on re­
ligion and education his students are strongly impregnated, of a 
Marxist lecturer in history whose interpretation of his subject 
is accordingly warped, although he is a very fair-minded man. 
The Integrated University does not monopolise the position of 
presenting only one view as the truth. The Liberal University 
seems to labour under the delusion that men are free , and shall 
therefore find the truth. A Christian, however, believes that 
"the truth shall make you free." The search for truth-which 
should be the aim of a University-is thus a search for freedom. 
The Roman Catholic view is that the truth has been found and 
finally codified, and that this dogma should be taught; there is no 
need for seeking. 
At present a student gets only one point of view, that of the 
lecturer whom he happens to have. I do not see why it should 
not be possible, in an integrated Christian University, to have 
such freedom that, besides the aspect presented by the lecturer, 
the student is given the opportunity to consider also other ap­
proaches to the subject. If the student's search for truth is to 
be anything more than a mere fictitious ideal, that will have to 
be done. In the Christian University, however, it would be 
realised that in such controversial subjects as History, Biology, 
Philosophy and Sociology (to talk of Christian Mathematics is 
as absurd as the Nazi attempt to have only "Nordic" sculpture!) 
that the University gave official credence and support to the 
Christian approach. In other words, the focal point on which 
the University should be integrated would be Christ and God's 
purpose for human life. Its aim would be a conscious one, to 
develop students with balanced personalities, with a realisation 
that their studies fit them to serve their fellows rather than 
equip them to earn as large a salary as possible. The faculties 
would not be isolated in such a University; firstly, because the 
synthesis of learning achieved would show the interdependence 
of each branch of knowledge; and, secondly, because worship 
would be a central part of University life. 'Ilh.e sense of unity 
with God, would promote, as it always does in Christian groups, 
a deeper sense of unity with one another. A University such as 
this would, moreover, equip its students to come really to grips 
with the problem of human life. 
In the Christian University the shallow and facile optimism of 
the humanistic view of human nature which is probably the out­
s tanding belief of the age of liberalism and of the liberal Univer­
sity would be replaced by the deeper and more radical view of 
human nature, which realises that man is both good and evil , and 
that every possibility of good increases the posibilities of evil, 
against which we must be continually on our guard. It is a 
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pessimistic view of human nature, but the only one which fit s 
the facts which we have witnessed in our generation; it is, more­
over, not merely pessimistic, but, because of the life and death 
and resurrection of Jesus Christ, it is a view which is carried, as 
Neibuhr puts it, "beyond tragedy." A man who has learnt the 
truth of these things can face life; in only too many cases the 
intellectuals of Europe gave in before oppression, because the 
view of life their studies had given them was not one to apply 
in tragic and dangerous times. 
This is the ideal of the Christian University for the new 
era, which we shall have to forge in time of chaos, and perhaps 
disillusion. It is a University which is a community, it is in­
tegrated round a focal point which gives meaning to its research 
and purpose to its studies, it has achieved a meaningful but 
flexible synthesis of human knowledge, it equips its students 
with a philosophty of life with which they can triumphantly 
face the vicissitudes of life, it is tolerant, allowing other opinions 
to be expresed, encouraging students to consider their studies 
from all angles in their search for truth, yet proclaiming, without 
apology or temerity, that it believes God is Creator, Judge and 
Redeemer, and that in Christ we find the centre of human life 
and the explanation of existence. 
Sonnet 
WRITTEN ON SEEING "HENRY V." 
The scene at the beginning of the play, 
You think, was a delicious piece of wit? 
Oh yes, indeed; yes, I should rather say 
It was-that is, from what I saw of it. 
A highly realistic battle-scene? 
I must agree; I thought it very fine; 
(The bit I noticed-well, that is, I mean, 
I didn't follow every single line.) 
The love-scene at the end?-Entirely great; 
Shakespeare is tops in matters of the heart;· 
A fascinating piece of work! But wait, 
I think I missed a little of that part. 
You ask, Who did I sit with at the drammar? 
My friend, please pay attention to your grammar. 
--RAYMOND KELLEY. 
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Student Research in Our Universities 
By JAMES WATSON 
"Research is the application of critical in­
telligence and independent judgment to any 
problem that is ca.pable of systematic study." 
-Professor I. A. Gordon. 
Those of you who have read Newman's "University 
Sketches" will remember that the great Cardinal set out to 
describe in brief a University "from its ancient designation of a 
Studium Generale<1> or 'School of Universal Learning'." He 
quickly arrives at the conclusion that basically "it is a school 
of knowledge of every kind, consisting of teachers and learners 
from every quarter." This, then, we may take to be the Univer­
sity itself; what of its functions? It is enough to say that the 
functions of a University are to preserve, seek out, and give forth 
knowledge. 
You will notice that one of these functions is the seeking 
out of knowedge, and this is research. In its widest sense it is 
investigation undertaken in the pursuit of knowledge, and aims 
at bringing new facts into the general body of recorded know­
ledge. This pursuit of knowledge was once regarded as a 
privilege of the Universities. It is no longer their privilege. 
Other institutions have taken on the task; many because of 
circumstances have in some spheres more honoured names than 
their nearby University, though in almost every case the men 
who have undertaken the work are of University training. We 
need not investigate too closely the cause of this, but one out­
standing cause is the fact that the Universities do not provide 
facilities. Is this really so? 
Consider the undergraduate. He comes to the University 
with little idea of what he has to face, beyond the frequently 
vouchsafed fact that he will have to supervise his own work, 
and will not be spoon-fed. Usually his first year's teaching is 
poorer, although his liberty is greater, than at a secondary 
school. As he advances his classes become smaller or better 
organised, and his teaching is better in consequence. He does 
find how to work for himself, or rather how to learn the 
examination requirements in as interesting a way as possible. 
And his research? His investigation of problems? It depends 
on the category of knowledge with which he is setting out to be 
familiar, but in general terms it is slight. It is not so much 
that he does not have to weigh up the possibilities of a problem; 
(1) Friedrich P aulsen in " The German Universities: Their Character and 
His torical Development" (quoted by Nash: " The UniYersity and the Modern 
World", p. 115), regarding the name "studium generale" given to the 
mediaeval University, points out that the word "generale" is used to in­
dicate that the University was to constitute "a teaching institution for all 
Christendom, irrespective of national and territorial boundaries, and . . .. 
the degrees granted by it recognised through all Christian countries." 
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it is that he has no chance to present his interpretation. Assum­
ing that he has a problem set him, or tha t he sets one for him­
self, assuming that he reads around the subject and reaches his 
conclusions, what does he do? He generally files his knowledge 
mentally for further use in an examination. That is all. How 
much discussion does he have with his teachers to see if some 
more can be added to perfect what knowledge he has, or to see 
if his interpretation is correct and the right amount of stress 
has been laid on each part of his argument? 
The tasks are there, the libraries are there, but the discus­
sion of the subject between student and staff is lacking. And 
this is the important point. For when the graduate, fresh from 
his University is faced with a problem of his own, he analyses 
it, he draws his conclusions, and he should then (if he thinks 
with a questioning mind) begin to wonder, "Have I made any 
fault in my r easoning? Have I neglected any possibilities?" 
These are but two questions which will follow. And, I submit, 
he will do this follow-up thinking best if he has seen the 
approach of others to problems, and particularly if he has seen 
the approach of several in several different spheres; for from 
these methods he can build his own. And this method of study 
can be applied to every subject taught in our Universities. 
The class in the appreciation of English poetry at the 
University of Thought (I cannot think of a better name) are 
gathered to discuss the works of Brooke. They are a large class, 
all of whom have conscientiously (perhaps this is an exaggera­
tion) read the poet's works. In addition, three of their members 
have made detailed studies of the poet's life and work. The 
professor enters and takes his place in the body of the hall. 
Mr. X presents an account of the findings of his study. He is 
criticised on points of accuracy and appreciation first by his 
colleagues, then by his professor. He is followed by Mr. Y and 
Mr. Z, whose fate is similar. Then the work of all three is 
exploited in a general discussion. What of the professor? He 
guides the discussion, keeping it to the paths most likely to give 
a conclusion, he calls on those unwilling to speak, and he sum­
marises the discussion on its conclusion. 
Does the interest ever flag in such discussions? Very little. 
Are the class more or less likely to be able to give an apprecia­
tion of English poetry when they graduate? I leave the answer 
of that question to you. 
You may think that such a teaching method is only applicable 
to such a subject. Think closer, and I am sure you can see 
that it could be modified for technical faculties. It is in effect 
a tutorial system on a large scale. Its practical limitations are 
many, and are freely admitted. Time is short-well then, make 
the subject for detailed consideration by one student short. Men 
to teach on such a method are few-but how else has Oxford 
managed to have its graduates sought after as teaching staff for 
the Universities except by the use of a similar method? 
Page Twenty-th ree 
And will the graduates be any better fitted to take their 
place in the world? I say (let us hope not too dogmatically) 
that they will. They have been faced with problems for in­
vestigation before they have graduated. And they have been 
shown the basic methods of investigation. They are really 
qualified to be engaged in that supreme hope of the University 
man-research. 
A final question: What does this offer for the teaching staff? 
It offers a means of intellectual alertness. The teacher cannot 
allow his students to outstrip him in a knowledge of recent 
scholarship. He cannot deliver the same lectures from the same 
notes year after year to a hall of weary scribblers. The Univer­
sity comes closer to its ideal-the seeking out of truth. 
Of the research of the teaching staff itself nothing will be 
said. This is a subject where the men, the available time, and 
the facilities must be discused. But the future teaching staff 
of a University is trained at a University. Will not such a 
method help them to be first-class investigators of truth? 
We must wait for the Utopia of University education for a 
true effort to be made to help the undergraduate to think. Who 
knows how long this will be? 
Requiem 
When I am dead I want no part of earth 
For I have sinned, 
And a thousand mocking voices 
Will echo in my ears, 
And the grass that grows above my grave 
Will bend to the whisper of the wind 
That bids the quivering mists to spread 
And suck the warmth from my bed. 
But take my soul and cast it to the seas 
Let billowing waves take it afar, far out 
And the currents carry it deep. 
There in the bosom of the ocean wild 
Let me lie in peace-
With coral for my tombstone 
And sea anemones on my head. 
-PETER ZAVATTARO. 
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The Servile State 
By MICHAEL F. HICKEY 
Recent events have brought into prominence a concept of 
government long recognised by political thinkers-the concept 
of "the servile state" or "the police state". The existence of 
several and the rapid development of more of these "servile 
states," especially in eastern Europe , seem to make it useful 
and desirable to examine rather briefly the meaning of the 
term; this I propose to do. 
We might also go on to consider whether there are any signs 
of conditions arising in Australia which could facilitate the de­
velopment of such a state here; but I shall be content with stating 
the case in general terms, as I see it. However, no apolog~' 
is needed for raising this question in our University, for it is 
precisely in the University world and the educational field 
generally that the earliest and some of the worst effects of a 
totalitarian regime would be felt; 1 and it is also in the Univer­
sities that a stand must be rn.ade against attempts, however small 
and however well-concealed, to promote conditions in any WCJY 
favourable to the development of a "servile state."2 The story of 
the German Universities in the 1930's illustrates both these 
points. 
The term "servile" may properly be applied to those states 
which are marked by the suppression of all political opposition 
and all independent enterprise. 
If political power is effective, it can affect every aspect of a 
people's life-social, cultural, religious, economic. There are de­
grees of political control; but there is no doubt that effectively 
exercised political control can override all other forms of con­
trol. "Ownership" of property is not the essential feature, for if 
ownership and effective control are in reality separated, then 
ownership has passed virtually into the hands of those exercising 
that effective control-who may constitute a political party or 
rather "the party", as in Nazi Germany, Fascist Italy and also 
Soviet Russia, i .e., the "totalitarian" States. In these states there 
is (or was) only one party-"the party"-which exercises politi­
cal control or "a monopoly of centralised direction." It may be 
argued that the present form of government in Russia is quite 
different in origin from those lately existing in Germany and 
Italy; but vvhat we are concerned with is the actual form of the 
existing government, not its origin. 
1. As i~ ,,·ell Rh own by, e.g.. E. A. BullPl'. "Darkness O\·er Gern1any"; nl:-:o 
Julius Lips, Preface of "The Sayage Hi ls Back." 
2. CL Lips (p. :s::s:ii): "E,·cn lo-day I am cmwinced that a unanimous protest 
from the whole German professoriat, the teachers, artist". rd itors. and 
authors, combined with lhe immediate closing of the schools. unh·eroili es. 
and art centres, would have prevented tlw Hitle r government from coming
into power"; also Lf•sli e Wilson. Re\·iew of S. D . Stirk's "German Uni\·er­
sith>s Through English Eyes," in Uniycrsities' Quarterly. Vol. L. Ko. 2. 
F ebrnary , 19-17. 
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The essence of political life is that there shall exist an op­
position as a constant source of criticism of the ideas and actions 
of the rulers. As John Anderson3 has said, "The measure of 
freedom in any community is the measure of opposition to the 
ruling order, or criticism of the ruling ideas; and belief in estab­
lished freedom, or in State-guaranteed benefits, is a mark of the 
abandonment of liberty. The servile state is the unopposed 
state." We may not agree with Anderson's uncompromising 
position that any degree of "State-guaranteed benefits" consti­
tutes "the servile state'"; but the stark truth of his last sentence 
cannot be denied. 
We all recognise the totalitarian nature of the Nazi and 
Fascist regimes; but many of us are prone to a rather naive be­
lief that because the axis states were opposed to freedom all 
their opponents must be in favour of freedom. This conceals 
from us what examination of admittedly conflicting evidence 
would suggest-that we cannot regard Russia as other than a 
totalitarian state, in which there is a monopoly of enterprise 
by the ruling party. Russia appears to represent the new type 
of centrally regimented state, and its ruling group tends to de­
velop as the privileged controller of industry. The effect of seek­
ing to achieve "security and sufficiency" by means of a complete 
socialisation seems to have been the emergence of a new class of 
r ulers. 
Perhaps the fault has been that socialism has been taken as 
an end in itself and not as a means of securing "the good life." 
(I realise that I am begging a question here.) But we must not 
forget that movements such as those which produced the present 
conditions in Russia are due to dissatisfaction with the condition 
of society; and this dissatisfaction is understandable. We are be­
ginning to recognise that society is at least in a position to satisfy 
the primary human needs-food, clothing, housing, enjoyment­
but we also realise the extent of the failure to secure this satis­
faction. Those countries which were regarded as the shining 
examples of the benefits of "free enterprise" were those which 
have shown a great amount of unemployment and which suffer­
ed so greatly in "the depression." In such countries, e.g., U.S.A., 
there are very real if concealed limitations on effective political 
activity, e.g., the accusation of being "anti-American" which is 
levelled against any criticism of the existing social, political or 
economic system. Further, the existence of great cartels with 
control direct or indirect over press and radio imposes very real 
limitations on free discussion of abuses. 
It may be argued, however, that these real limitations are as 
nothing when set beside the complete suppression of all political 
opposition, of all freedom of thought and speech which seems 
to be the inevitable concomitant of the development of totali­
3. In al'ticle. ''The Serdle State," in Aust. Joul'. of Psych. and Philos., VoL 
XXI., l!l4R. 
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tarian states such as Russia and the ring of satellites which she 
is developing around her-for Russia , having embarked on an 
imperialistic career, seems to be justifying the dictum that the 
fate of an empire is ever to be compelled to expand. 
Is there a "middle way" betwen the two extremes of the 
centrally regimtented totalitarian state and the state in which 
the profit-motive has almost uncontrolled sway, some "way of 
life that is characterised by certain fundamental distinctions-of 
stability. of order, of sanity"4? Or are we faced with only 
the alternative, on the one hand, of the "planned society" in 
which it is assumed that the agents of centralised control are 
capable in every form of social activity and in which political, 
economic and social control tends to fall into the hands of "the 
party"; and, on the other, of the state of prediminantly "free 
enterprise", with its admitted social evils and economic injustice? 
The logical outcome of complete acceptance of either idea of the 
functio ns of the State seems to lead to tyranny either by "the 
capitalists" or "the party", the explicit or implicit suppression of 
opposition. the destruction of that freedom of speech and criticism 
without which freedom of thought has no meaning. 
4. Cf. :IIal'quis W. Childs: "Sweden : The Middle Way." 
We Danced 
We danced... 
Two bodies moving to discordant rhythm 
fencing our wits against each other. 
We danced... 
You could not speak it, no, nor I. 
Was silence better? 
We danced... 
It ended. 
Then he and you turned round the floor. 
Eye looked to eye and understood. 




By GEORGE COPEMAN 
The right to tax is the basis of power; 
and the United Nations must be powerful. 
A significant feature about the dropping of the atomic bomb 
on Hiroshima was that it startled the world at the end of a second 
World War, and thus provided a third lesson in thirty years for 
slow-thinking humanity, a third lesson that international war­
fare has got out of hand, that modern weapons have made it 
disastrous alike for aggressors and those aggressed, and that 
mankind must make a special effort this time to have it uut ­
lawed. 
The "special effort" has been made, and the United Nations 
Organisation has been born. This is not surprising, for even a 
world of savage dogs would make a "special effort" after learn­
ing three disastrous lessons in thirty years. But it is more thnn 
within the bounds of possibility that such a special effort could 
be misdirected-that some important aspect of international 
affairs could be overlooked, or even side-stepped by mutual agree­
ment among those who adorn the furniture of U.N.O. assembly 
halls and con~mittee rooms. 
I suggest that U.N.O. delegates are side-stepping the problem 
of raising U.N.O. revenue, and for the very good reason that 
they represent national governments directly, and national sub­
jects indirectly. As members of national governments, they are 
interested in preventing any large vote of money to the U.N.O., 
because the more money they vote away, the less money their 
governments have left out of taxation, to spend the way they 
wish-and money buys power as well as luxuries. Few people 
like to vote away their own power. Witness the complaints of 
delegates about the size of the first meagre U.N.O. budget. On 
the other hand, plain John Citizen, perturbed about the pros­
pects of atomic warfare, might consider that it would be worth 
while to pay 20 per cent. of his taxes to the U.N.O. in order that 
the United Nations Atomic Commission might have the means of 
buying up all atom plants and uranium supplies, and of estab­
lishing a system of international inspection against unauthorised 
atomic weapon production. 
There are, of course, many important factors in the mainten­
ance of world peace, but I am dealing here with only one of 
them-namely, taxation. Some of the other factors, such as 
goodwill, free discussion, reliable news services, effective inter­
national police, trade treaties and international agreements, are 
mentioned in the press almost daily, but little is heard about 
the means of obtaining revenue to carry on world governm2nt. 
If the present system is to continue, and U.N.O. revenue is to 
depend upon each nation voting annual sums of money, then 
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world organisation will quickly be hamstrung in a cns1s, for a: 
nation will be able to voice its displeasure by failing to vote its 
share of the total levy. And the U.N.O. needs very large funds 
if it is to be the sole controller of atomic forces. These funds will 
not be forthcoming while the U.N.O. is dependent upon monies 
voted by national governments. Imagine the condition of the 
Australian Federal Government if it were dependent upon votes 
of money from the State Governments. The right to tax has 
always been recognised as a basis of power. The English Civil 
War, between King and Parliament, decided this issue in favour 
of Parliament. The American War of Independence decided it 
in favour of the Colonies. Recently. the Australian High Court 
gave to the Commonwealth absolute priority over the States in 
collecting taxes, and no one will deny that with this verdict went 
enormous power. If we value peace and fear atomic warfare, 
we must surely give the U.N.O. the right to tax-directly, and not 
through governments. 
It cannot be expected that national governments throughout 
the world are ready to surrender some of their tax sovereignty 
to the U.N.O. now. Taxation reforms are difficult to bring about, 
and require a long period of literary and oral campaigning be­
forehand, if such reforms are to be made democratically and not 
by force of arms. It took sixty-two years of campaigning in 
England to establish the system of progressive income taxation 
which is now accepted without question. From 1847 to 1909 
the battle went on. 
It is to be hoped that sixty-two years will not be required 
to make the U.N.O. an effective world government. The atomic 
bomb will not allow us to survive so long in an unorganised 
world. Whatever breathing space is allowed to us to accomplish 
our reforms, the sooner we start campaigning the better. I sug­
gest that international taxation should be advocated by Aus­
t ralia, now. 
It is not necessary, and indeed it would be foolish, for 
national governments to surrender to the U.N.O. the right to 
collect every type of tax. It is merely necessary to agree upon 
one form of taxation which could be defined precisely and then 
vacated by national governments, so that the U.N.O. would have 
its own source of revenue. 
Of the many forms of taxation, few are suitable for inter­
national purposes. An international tax must possess three im­
portant qualities-firstly, it must not discriminate arbitrarily 
between nations, in the way customs duties do. Secondly, for 
the sake of simplicity and in order to avoid antagonism as far as 
possible. it must deal with as few individuals as possible. Hence 
income tax and estate duties are not suitable. Thirdly, it must 
not-for the present at least-deprive nations of any large 
source of national revenue. Thus I have chosen a progressive 
payroll tax as the most suitable source of international revenue. 
This type of tax has tremendous advantages over other types for 
Page Twenty-nine 
U.N.O. purposes, in that, although everyone would feel the 
burden of it indirectly, only the tax agents of business firms 
which had a weekly payroll greater than a specified sum would 
have to confront the U.N.O. tax inspectors, and the great mass ot 
the population would not have to grapple with foreign tax forms. 
-Also the domestic conflict between labour and capital, which is 
featured in income tax policy, would not be interfered with by 
;a progressive payroll tax. 
In Australia, payroll tax tax is approximately £ 13,000,000 
per annum, and it would be no great hardship for the Common­
wealth to forgo this source of revenue, particularly if inter­
national defensive measures lightened the burden of national 
defence. Our payroll tax is at a flat rate of 2~ per cent. on pay­
rolls in excess of £ 20 per week-assessed on a monthly basis. 
For U.N.O. purposes, I suggest a higher exemption, of say, £ 100 
per week, so that U.N.O. officials would only have to register 
large businesses, and I suggest that the rate of 2 ~ per cent. should 
apply only to a weekly payroll up to, say, £5,000, and that 5 
per cent. be charged on the next £ 5,000 per week, n per cent. 
on the next £ 5,000, and so on. In other words, a progressive 
tax, but only slightly progressive. For the purpose of assessing 
payroll tax, all companies controlled by the one holding com­
pany, or the one group of majority shar eholders or majority 
directors, would have to be counted together , and the tax shared 
between them on an agreed basis. 
This progressive payroll t ax, I estimate, would provide the 
U.N.O. with an income of over £ 1,000,000,000 a year, which 
should be enough, with the aid of a loan from the International 
Bank for Reconstruction and Development, to buy up all atomic 
plants, supplies and deposits, and to provide for inspection against 
illicit manufacture of atomic bombs. Also, this revenue could be 
expected to increase as the world becomes more industrialised. 
In fact , a major virtue of a progressive payroll tax would be that 
it would bear most heavily on those nations which are most 
highly industrialised, and are therefore most capable of waging 
modern , aggressive warfare. A land of peasants would have few 
business firms eligible to register for payroll tax. On the other 
hand, giant industrial firms would pay high rates of tax. Further ­
more, the activities of international mopopolies would be curbed. 
If a company employing three thousand men developed a pro­
cess to treble its output by doubling its payroll, then the small 
increase in payroll tax which would be incurred would be more 
than offset by the cheapening of production costs. On the other 
hand, if a firm with three thousand employees planned to buy up 
its rival in order to gain a monopoly but not to cheapen produc­
tion by technical improvement, the higher rate of payroll tax 
incurred would raise production costs and put the monopoly 
in an unfavourable market position against substitutes and 
possible rivals. 
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So much for private companies. What of Russia, where it 
is- said that there are no private companies? My proposal is to 
charge a flat rate of 2~ per cent. on the payrolls of employees of 
all public bodies. In this way, private and public enterprise 
would be balanced. and whereas in Russia the flat rate would 
apply to almost all workers, in the United States of America 
small businesses would be exempt, and large firms would pay 
the progressive rates. Under this system of taxation, public 
enterprise would not be handicapped by its size, and small private 
:firms would have an advantage over large private firms of the 
same efficiency. Only when expansion enabled organisation or 
cheaper processes to be used, would large-scale private enter­
prise be more profitable than small-scale. In other words. the 
go-ahead business man would not be handicapped, but the 
narrow monopolist would. The floating of holding trusts, with 
their over-capitalisation and retrenchment, would become a thing 
of the past. 
It is admitted that a tax which was only slightly progr es­
sive, would not h andicap local, small monopolies, but it would 
effectively handicap international monopolies-which are so 
potentially dangerous to the cause of world peace-and if inter­
national monopolies were curbed, then the stabilisation and re­
duction of tariffs which is likely to come as the U.N.O. grows in 
power, would make local monopolies more and more difficult to 
maintain against overseas competition. For example, a B.H.P. 
monopoly of the Australian steel industry is not very effective if 
overseas steel can be imported into Australia at competitive 
costs, but what must be prevented is a tie-up of all the world's 
steel makers. 
Summing up, it may be said that this plan for international 
taxation prompts two questions in the minds of readers. Firstly, 
is international taxation desirable? Secondly, is a progressive 
payroll tax the most suitable form of international taxation? 
The answer to the :first question must be given in terms of the 
atomic bomb, which binds nations closer together now than ever 
before. Unless the United Nations Security Council controls 
atomic forces, and unless its police organisation keeps us safe 
from surprise attack, civilisa tion is lost. Large sums of money 
are needed for these tasks. However this money is to be found, 
I suggest that it would be found quickly and reliably. 
The answer to the second question may be given in one 
word, and that word is "Monopoly." Nobody loves the mon­
opolist-except, of course, the monopolist himself. Whatever the 
conditions of domestic politics in different countries, business 
men and labour leaders can agree on attacking large-scale 
monopolies, particularly international cartels. Any form of 
taxation which attacks monopoly is likely to be quite acceptable 
to both capital and labour, and therefore has much to r ecommend 
i t for international purposes, as it starts on a popular note and 
thus makes the task of advocacy and campaigning for its 
a doption so much easier. 
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Politics and the Artist 
By GEORGE WATSON. 
"What tyrannJ-1 in the world is like that of 
this 'free', vulgar. narrow street. with its hundred 
journals. teeming like ants' nests. to produce­
what? ... There is room onl11 for commerce and 
licence." 
"No." said the voice, "for alI its faults. the 
wind blows in that street, and there ·s a chance 
for everything." 
-From "The Patrician," by John Galsworthy. 
If the editors of intellectual reviews thought before t.hey 
wrote the world would undoubtedly be the sadder for it; in the 
past eighteen months some in Australia have rushed so hurriedly 
into print that even the great public has shared in the gaiety, 
most of which, of course. was dismissed by the journals in ques­
tion as "bourgeois belly-chuckles". Have you forgotten the 
Brisbane literary review which some time back appeared with 
an editorial announcing (without previous warning) its adher­
ence to the aims and principles of the Australian Communist 
Party? Communism, according to the editor. was not only the 
solution to our economic problems; it was a political creed 
peculiarly acceptable to the artistic mind. If but the artist be­
lieve in "scientific socialism'', said the editorial in effect, his 
mind will find its resting-place and politically he will know 
salyation. 
Let us examine this. for it seems to challenge examination. 
Let us assume first of all that the artist should have a 
definite political view-point-I am not convinced that every 
artist must be politically conscious any more than a butcher or 
a barber, though of course, as with the butcher and the barber, 
it will be better for him if he is so. Undoubtedly, if the artist is 
a man of independent mind, his vocation will influence his 
political views. And as his vocation is a peculiar one it will 
influence his views in a peculiar way. So let us pause to 
examine his vocation. 
The artist is a creator, which means not that he makes 
something out of nothing, but that he takes certain materials 
and employs them to some deliberate end. But then so does 
the butcher when he converts a carcass into chops and ste1ks, 
so does a barber when he turns a head of long, unruly hair into 
a convenient crop. What distinguishes the activity of the artist 
is that it is directed primarily to this one end-to please. 'That 
is all. The moment the barber or the butcher deliberately pro­
duces a result pleasing, not in its potential utilitarian value. but 
in itself, he is an artist and a member of that commonalt~r which 
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numbers among its elite Michelangelo, Shakespeare and Cezanne. 
"In every product of human skill, in the moulding of a bell or 
platter for instance ... wherever the producer so modifies his 
work as, over and above its primary use and intention, to make 
it pleasing (to himself, of course, in the first instance) there fine 
art exists.'":' 
Notice that parenthesis "to himself, of course, in the first 
instance". I think every artist would admit freely that when 
he conceives and executes a work he does so with the purpose of 
delighting his own senses. He hopes, probably, that the work 
when completed will please others; but any artist who works 
with this purpose in view is likely to fail, because instead of 
his own appreciation he is employing one that is hypothetical 
and probably debased, certainly unsure. So it would be true to 
say the artist is an individual who works guided by his own 
faculties towards an individual end. In his own sphere he is an 
individualist par excellence. 
And if this supreme individualist were asked, purely out of 
his experience as an artist, to state what kind of society he 
would choose, would he not say one which allows to the in­
dividual the freedom to create for himself a commercial empire 
like that of Henry Ford or a tiny suburban grocery, according to 
his ability and inclination, rather than a collectivised state? 
It is historical fact that an overwhelming majority of great 
artists of all kinds produced by the European world during the 
last four centuries have been drawn from the middle class. 
Some historians have tried to explain this by remarking that 
the bourgeois father would possess the means to educate his son 
and to prepare him for an intellectual career. This is perfectly 
true, but it does not explain bourgeois artistic supremacy, be­
cause there always existed beside the middle class another class 
with the means to educate its children-the aristocracy. And 
that class failed to produce artistic genius to the extent achieved 
by the middle class. It seems that the latter has possessed some 
peculiar virtue, and that virtue can only have been its in­
dividualism and belief in personal endeavour, which nourished 
young artists in an atmosphere in which they later were to live. 
Artists have a real interest vested in a truly liberal com­
monwealth, an interest which they should defend. Socialists and 
Fascists of the past have not limited their rule to politics and 
economics-they have often extended it to the arts. In Com­
munist Russia, for example, all art, music and painting as well 
as literature, is judged by its usefulness to the proletarian state; 
in Nazi Germany a writer was officially dubbed "national" if he· 
subscribed to Nazi theories of race and state, and was otherwise 
condemned. What often seems to the artist in our civilisation 
a spirit of monstrous commercialism is in reality an exaltation of 
the individual, his greatest protection against clamorous tyranny. 
* From Walter Pater's essay on "Style" (1888). 
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Roosevelt 
By PETER GILLIES. 
The story of a man whose work is not yet finished. 
Our friends the historians must be always telling us that we 
cannot adequately judge and pass opinion on the things of our 
own generation; they tell us our judgments are clouded by the 
spirit of the age, and we do not see events in their proper per­
spective. May be, may be not! 
History, however, as a continuous story of human activity 
and endeavour is being made every second; and even if a satis­
factory assessment and interpretation of these events is to be left 
to men outside our own lifetime, surely this not to deny to 
even the humblest citizen of the day the right of feeling that he 
is living in momentous times and witnessing the leadership of 
great men? 
The relationship between the times and the men is an ever­
present controversy. Karl Marx tells us that the times com­
pletely mould the man ; Carlyle that the man moulds the times. 
Actually, of course, both things happen, but I myself much pre­
fer to place the emphasis on Carlyle's interpretation for man as 
the human element in history with his ability to think, feel, will 
and act cannot be lightly disregarded. Shakespeare, who had 
something to say on most things, would have us divide great 
men into two divisions-those who are great in their own right 
and those who merely have greatness thrust upon them. 
If we are prepared to accept such a clear-cut decision then 
our task is quite simple, for it will indeed be an unjust and short­
sighted posterity that will refuse to acknowledge the late Presi­
dent Roosevelt, as being one endowed with true greatness. 
Yet only two short years after his decease, this man who, 
in the material sense, was one of the saviours of the world ap­
pears to be largely forgotten; his life and work judged by the 
outward appearance of things at the present time might appear 
to have been almost in vain. Even as Tennyson shortly after 
his decease was assailed by Swinburne, so Roosevelt's life and 
character have been besmirched by self-sufficient critics. But 
we need not fear in either case, for as written words will always 
be able to speak for themselves so will enacted deeds. 
Roosevelt possessed a combination of talents which would 
have ensured him a role as a great leader in any period of the 
world's history. Perhaps the outstanding thing about the late 
President was his humanitarianism-his understanding of the 
needs of the oppressed and suffering of every colour and creed. 
One who could walk with kings and yet "keep the common 
touch," he was endowed with a great vision and a liberal breadth 
of outlook. This is perhaps hard to understand, for Franklin 
Roosevelt was born of wealthy parents, received an expensive 
education, entered a profession , and at an early age gaii:ied an 
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easy access to politics by way of the New York Senate. In 
short, during his boyhood and his early manhood he trod a rose­
strewn pathway. 
It has, however, been r emarked by one wiser than I that 
the noblest deeds of self-sacrifice and devotion come not from 
the halls of wealth and ease, but from the homes of suffering; 
and, indeed, this was to be so in the case of Roosevelt. In 1921, 
in the midst of a successful political career, and in the plentitude 
of all his powers, he was striken by the dread disease of 
paralysis, and at less than forty appeared to be almost eclipsed 
as a figure in national life. 
Forced henceforth to tread the thorny pathway to fame, 
Roosevelt was able to overcome his great physical handicap, 
remain serene and unembittered, and finally to reach the con­
summation of all political hopes and ambitions of the American 
nation in the transcendential glory of the White House. 
His rise to power, characterised by his fierce opposition to the 
Tammany politicians. of New York and his hatred of the pre­
vailing political phiiosophy of the stronger prospering and the 
weaker going to the wall, was indicative of a strong Christian 
character and a quiet but unswerving steadfastness of purpose. 
The honest grit and sense of purpose was to be exhibited 
during the entire twelve years, when as P resident of the United 
States this one man wielded power greater than that exercised 
by any other human soul under a system of popular approval. 
An untiring and unremitting worker in the post-depression, the 
President applied himself even more assiduously during the 
memorable years of world conflict ; so assiduously in fact as to 
bring about a premature death. Even as Moses was not allowed 
to enter the Promised Land, so the man who by his work had 
stamped himself as one of the greatest of the architects of peace 
and victory was not to be allowed to see the fruition of his 
hopes. Such a comparison, however, is perhaps scarcely fair, 
for the world in which we live to-day can scarcely be termed 
a "Promised Land" in any sense-spiritual, social or otherwise. 
In view of this fact it is instructive to consider the type of post­
war world which the late P resident wanted and the unperishable 
ideals for which he lived and worked. In a message which he 
penned in 1943, the following is to be found: "Our task is three­
fold: first, to press on with the massed forces of free humanity 
till the present bandit assault upon civilisation is completely 
crushed; second, so to organise relations among nations that 
forces of barbarism can never again break loose; third, to co­
operate to the end that mankind may enjoy in peace and in 
freedom the unprecedented blessings which Divine P rovidence 
through the progress of civiiisation has pu t w ithin our reach." 
Well! And what do we find to-dav? The bandit assault was 
-finally crushed two years ago, and we are now living in a period 
which for want of a more concrete and illustrative term we 
designate as "peace." Relations have been organised among 
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nations, but totalitarian tendencies are still present in our midst. 
Man has gained increasing technical control over the forces of 
nature round about him, but in doing so he appears in some 
measure to have lost control over himself and over his own 
moral and spiritual life. 
But pessimism is no keynote for a liberated world; we have 
our objects stated for us by a man who laid down his life in order 
that they might be attained. The future is ours to possess it, 
and just what we do with it, in the final instance, depend 
on the attitude of mind of the individual, for human nature 
changes but little. 
The man who severed his connection with the visible, physi­
cal world on that sad April day of 1945 in the austere pine hut, 
did have the right attitude of mind. The confidence which he 
placed in humanity must not be betrayed. 
Melancholia 
Where can I find joy in living? 
Where is ease from wretched care? 
Daily, hourly, is its burden 
Growing more than I can bear. 
Heavy is my heart, and aching, 
Weary, dreary, numbing pain. 
Surely it is not for ever, 
Thus for ever, to remain. 
Sick my soul beyond all measure, 
Stricken with a nameless ill, 
Colder, colder growing, and I 
Tremble at its deathly chill. 
For a vast o'erwhelming sadness, 
Like the surges of a sea 
Wave on wave, breaks heavy, crushing, 
Breaks.-Oh that I could be free; 
And, as once a mighty deluge 
Washed away all unbelief, 
Would I, would I that my sorrow 
Could be drowned in my grief. 
-E.J.H. 
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SHORT STORIES 
Sanctuary 
By GRAHAM TWEEDALE 
The woman stepped carefully over the Bengali prostrated 
at his devotions, and made her way slowly down the narrow 
aisleway at the side of the great temple. Without pause she 
passed between the tall columns. old, pock-marked with the wear 
of centuries, and deeply dirt:v with the grime of a thousand 
hands. Caring not that "there are a thousand figs on the fig­
tree. and each as like as like," that more supplicants had walked 
this way than there were figs on all the fig-trees of the East, 
that if one-tenth their prayers had received answer she was 
like to have been an angel in an earthly P aradise, and thinking 
only of her sorrow, she came at last to the huge gilded cage in 
the western sanctuary. She gazed a moment at the lithe striped 
beast, sleeping now, and poured in animal relaxation on his bed 
of soiled straw; then she exposed the fresh-meat offering sh2 
had brought. The tiger rose, effortlessly still , for all its months 
of narrow confinement, and as it paced the cage's length, to and 
fro, to and fro, the woman on her knees wailed her prayer in 
rhythm, soft and loud, harsh and sibilant, so it seemed that one 
mind controlled both creatures. 
"A devil possesses my son. 0 lord of all beasts! His eves ar2 
filmed with the grey devil 's grey hands, 0 tiger, and the b1:ightest 
noon is as black night to him. Chase out this devil , 0 merciless 
and merciful, 0 lord of all beasts. Fall on this devil, rend him, 
destroy him, and free my son. 0 hear my prayer." 
Still scenting the meat, the tiger moved before the mother, 
seemingly attentive to her cries. She rose, satisfied, and threw 
the food through the bars. then r etraced her steps through the 
temple and into the bright afternoon sunshine. 
The grief-lines of her face were little softened. Yet with 
happy promise in her voice she told her blind son of her pil­
grimage. The child was fretful, frightened, hoping to be made 
well but in dread of the awful manner of the cure. As dusk's 
cool fingers closed about the western sun, the coming of evening 
revealed to him by an occasional fitful gust of wind, he wandered 
outside the hut, tracing unseen figures on the dust with his 
bro>Yn toes, and questioning the woman in shrill, querulous 
tones. 
"Mother, when will Singa come?" 
'·To-night, while you are asleep, he will enter, and destroy 
the devil whi~h has you in its thrall." 
"Will I wake!" 
"Singa moves as quietly as a fish under the river, and as 
quickly as the eagle through th e air . You will not hear him." 
"I will stay awake, and greet him as he comes." 
"You would hide 'neath the bed straw, shaking like a tree 
in the wind , if he so much as whispered to you ." 
"I would not , mother," and in a child's burst of brag­
gadocio, "I would mount his back and ride like the wind for 
days and days." 
The woman smiled tenderly at his words, and breathed 
again a prayer to all the gods to give sight to this boy she loved 
with a love as big as the world itself. 
Still chattering of the way he would welcome his friend, 
the tiger, he moved about in the waning light. 
"Mother, I can smell Singa,'' he called. 
She smiled again at his fond imagining. 
"Now he is rolling me on the ground with his foot , and I am 
stroking his head. Ah, his teeth arc sharp, and he smells so 
strong." 
He will make a fine poet, she thought. 
"Hi::. growls frighten me, mother, and his claws hur t . And 
oh, mother, I can see him. I can see. Mother!" 
He is very excited at his game, she though t as sh e moved 
towards the door, t o call h im for his supper. As sh e r eached 
it, he cried "Mother! " again , and her blood ran cold as the word 
ended w ith a wail. Realisation came, and with a wild howl she 
threw herself across th e threshold to follow into the jungle a 
tawny beast bearing in its mouth the silen t child. 
The Fruit 
I saw an apple, r ed and gleaming in my mother 's basket : 
I took it in my hand, 
And rubbed its glossy coat against my skirt. 
It's shape was round, its fragrance delicate and tantalising; 
Looking from the apple, I saw a garden full of trees, 
Trim, bearing fruit. The sky above was grey, 
The air was crisp and clear , frost dripped from the wooden fence 
Around the orchard. Tiny flowers gathered in timid groups 
About each gate-post. 
A black-bird whistled from an apple-tree. 
And then an orange, golden, 
Its coat giving no indica tion of the sweetness within; 
(Men are like oranges, I thought , and laughed) . 
Then I saw a maiden , dark and lovely, 
Her black hair fell upon her shawl in two thick braids, 
Her skirt was striped, her blouse lace-trimmed. 
Upon her arm, ivory-smooth , was a basket, green , 
Full of oranges ; green, orange and a blue sky. 
- ELSPETH McKENZIE. 
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Paprika 
By BERT CORNELIUS. 
Jose Mustardos was indeed a worthy man. On Sundays he 
would piously attend Mass in the little plaster-coated, medallion­
adorned church; from Monday to Saturday he would beat Lola 
his wife, kick Sancho his dog, and drink cheap red bombo. L ola 
resented the beatings, Sancho accepted the kicks with indiffer ­
ence. Perhaps with his primitive brain he had hit upon the 
a priori truth "Man kicks, dog is kicked." 
Lola did not lack spirit. She also curved in the right places 
and had many lovers. If Jose came home early from a bombo 
bout he would sometimes see a white shape fli.t through a win­
dow and away into the gloom of the orange trees. On these 
occasions J ose would cross himself and reach for his miniature 
of the Virgin; for Jose was a pious man. 
One night when Jose had Lola over his knee and was beat­
ing her with his shoe she bit him-hard- in the thigh. 
"Yout bitch!" exclaimed J ose with sudden anger. Then he 
pounded her until he was tired, flung her on the floor and drank 
himself to sleep. 
Lola sobbed to herself for a while, and then began to plot 
revenge. 
"I could slit his throat,'' she thought, and looking at Jose's 
flabby chins as he lay snoring like a log, she felt tempted to do it 
at once. "Or," she murmured thoughtfully, "I could poison 
him. Poison him with the white powder the chemist sells . .. 
watch his belly swell and his eyes bulge as he moans in agony!" 
This bright idea appealed to Lola immensely, but she was 
restrained from practising it by the thought that poisoners are 
often found out, and what is worse, punished. 
Imagining herself r emoving his skin with a nutmeg-grater, 
she dropped into a gentle doze. 
Soon after Lola's bruises had healed, an American film com­
pany arrived at the town. Lola, hoping to conquer the hearts 
of :;:.ome handsome Americano stars, went to watch them "shoot­
ing". The company was enacting a torrid love scene in the town 
gardens. Against background of palms the celebrated star, 
Dotty Darling, reclined langourously. The curly-haired hero, 
advancing with purposeful step and love in his eyes, murmured 
tender words. Dotty replied with a flutter of her eyelids. 
Lola watched fascinated. The director grinned a t her, 
nodded towards Dotty, and pursed his lips in the shape of a 
long, low whistlf?. 
" If that flat-chested , Jtork-legged canary is your idea of a 
woman .. . " Lola thought. 
"Cut! " yelled the director. Dotty got to h er feet and called 
loudly for a cigarette. "Well, baby,'' said the director turning 
to Lola, "what did you think of it?" 
Page Thirty-ni11e 
"It was very good," said Lola untruthfully. "Is it hard to be 
an actress ... like her?" 
"Yep! Fair bit 'o work in it. You've got the right line for 
the job you know. Mmm, the bosom beautiful!" 
Lola tried to blush and succeeded fairly well. "I am glad 
vou think so " 
" "Yeh. Mightn't be a bad idea if I gave you a try-out. I 
think you would go pretty far." 
"Oh, no!" said Lola, misunderstanding. "Only with people 
I like." 
"We'll see about it later on. Like a drink?" 
"Thank you." 
He poured two glasses of lemon squash from a large jug in 
which ice cubes floated. "You don't know whether I could pick 
up a few male extras here, do you?" 
"Extras? What are they?" asked Lola. 
"Oh," he said, waving his glass, "we use them in crowd 
scenes and such-like. Then we want one guy to do a rough­
house scene." 
"Rough-house?" queried Lola, wrinkling her brow in puule­
ment. 
"Yes, the extra has to sling a few punches ,fall over a chair 
and get knocked down a couple of times. Old slapstick stuff_:_ 
there's no acting in it. Know anyone to fit the part?" 
"No," said Lola. "Unless one of the matadors ..." 
"Swell, kid. Well, if you could get one of them, or anyone 
else for that matter, just write me. In the meantime ... " (he 
whispered). 
"Oh!'' said Lola, and fled. 
That night Jose walloped her hard with his braces, kicked 
Sancho under the table and then got drunk. Lola spent some 
time writing a note to the film director. 
Next day Jose received a note which read, "We vvould be 
indebted to Senor J. Mustardos if he were to call at the offices 
of Hemispherical F'ilm Co., where he will receive a tick~t of 
admission to the shooting of portion of 'Paprika.' It is important 
that all persons be inside the studio by 4.15 p .m. Signed. on be­
half of Hemisphericill Film Co., by Jas. J. Jaspers (Director)." 
Bloating with pride Jose handed the note to Lola, who was 
drinking her morning coffee. "Read this!" Lola glanced at the 
missive and then buried her face in the coffee cup. "Must you 
splutter like that?" .Jose demanded. "So I am invited to view 
the acting of a film," he boasted. "I shall wear my best white 
linen suit, and, er, my new panama with the floral band . .. 
perhaps a flower in my buttonhole. Holy Virgin, what an 
honour! I shall tell you all about it afterwards, Lola." He kick­
ed Sancho exuberantly. 
Lola greeted Jaspers with a demure smil· 
"How's it going, babe?" asked Jaspers. 
"Very well, thank you," answered Lola. 
Pa.""' Forty 
"It was real sporting of you to get hold of those extras for 
me. How does your husband like the idea of appearing on the 
screen?" 
"He is a little nervous, of course." 
"Oh, naturally. The way he's going to get bumped arotmd 
I don't wonder! Ah, is this him now?" 
"Yes," said Lola, hiding behind a cardboard bar-counter. 
"Now, then," said Jaspers briskly, "how are you , l\/Iustardos? 
·well, we'll go straight into it. You know what to do. Just a run­
through first. Gee, you've got the right kind of face for the 
part, too. Now don't be nervous, just stand here. Right. Henry? 
O.K. Action, lights, take!" 
Jose looked a little dazed. "But I only . .. " A punch in the 
teeth sent the rest of the sentence back down his neck. Another 
caught him in the paunch. He grunted and flailed his arms 
wildly. He was hit with bottles and tomatoes. All hell broke 
loose. Lola quivered with silent laughter. "Your husband is a 
natural!" Jaspers told her afterwards. "Pity he really got 
knocked out though. We'll have to be a bit more careful about 
that." 
Jose was a broken man. That night Lola beat him y•:ith 
her rolling pin. "Jose," she said gleefully, "you are like a great 
pig." Wham! 
Sancho crawled out from under the table and bit Jose 
hard in the seat of the pants. 
On Fishing 
A SONNET. 
'Tis very hard for anglers to explain 
To those who do not know of their delights, 
The joys of staying ou t on winter's nights­
The happiness of fishing in the rain. 
Indeed , the joys they know are much th e same 
As those of men who climb to dizzy heights, 
And weary-limbed gaze down on undreamed sights: 
Reward enough for bodies sore with pain. 
And hear with kindness all they say to you , 
And wonder not how they with honest eyes 
Can tell you they caught twenty fish; not two 
As yesterday. Conceal then your surprise: 
For they, like other lovers, always do 
Paint lovely dreams. We cannot call them lies. 
--CLIVE PRICE. 
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Of Mariners 
By DON LANG. 
A tramp steamer, flying the Red Ensign, left Mauritius 
bound for London, with a cargo of 11,000 tons of sugar. She was 
the usual larger tramp-with the rust marks showing about her 
plates and rivets, her peacetime contours altered by the gun 
platform aft, the bridge closed in to keep the light from showing, 
and some attempt to disguise her with camouflage paint. There 
was an ordinary crew-of fifty-seven-mostly from England, 
with the inevitable few from Scotland and Wales. She called at 
Capetown, and carried on, a quiet, uneventful trip. Six days out 
from Capetown one of the lookouts reported a submarine in sight 
on the surface. The D.E.M.S. gunners engaged it and forced it 
to submeme. The shio s~nt nut an urgPnt SOS, and the crew 
looked to their "Mae Wests." That night she was to:rpedoed­
two torpedoes hit her, the first blowing away the bridge with 
the captain on it. She sank in a minute and a half, but even that 
gave some time to prepare order out of chaos, for months of 
drill had prepared the crew for such a minute and a half. As 
she sank with a great gurgle, many of those on deck were dragged 
down-to be released half a minute later when the air escaped 
from the hull with a great rush. Those below deck stayed there 
-many of them must have been injured by the explosion. In 
the confused mass of wreckage and men swimming about in the 
water, the U. boat came quickly to the surface, the hatch opeaed, 
and some of the crew climbed out. The men swam towards 
it and the first man to arrive clambered on board, and was taken 
below. The next two were assisted on deck and questioned­
the name of the ship, the captain, her cargo, her destination. 
Seeing that the ship was sunk, and there was a chance of being 
saved, if only for a German prison camp, they answered fully, 
and the other survivors tried to clamber up on the deck beside 
them. When the captain appeared satisfied, he and the crew 
climbed into the hatch, clamped it down, and the submarine 
began to rnbmerge. For a dazed few seconds the survivors ::;toad 
on the deck before they realised what was happening; then as 
the deck submerged they dived clear and swam away. The ship's 
boats had apparently been damaged in the explosion-there were 
only two large life-rafts afloat. As the first few pulled them­
selves on to one of them it began to sink, so wearily they swam 
towards the other. And so, in half an hour, there were fourteen 
men on the raft. Some of those weakened by loss of blood had 
not been able to reach it-and had drowned with the rest. 
The first mate was the only officer left-and so took charge. 
He was not despondent-the ship had sent the SOS, and they 
could expect help soon. However, since the rations were limited, 
he proceeded to divide them. They were about eight hundred 
miles from the coast of Africa; they had a piece of canvas which 
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might do as a sail , and they were four large paddles. With these, 
he estimated, they cuuld make 30 miles a day, and so they could 
plan for about 30 days. He divided the food and water accord­
ingly. The daily ration was: breakfast-2 malted milk tablets; 
lunch, two teaspoonsful of Bovril ; supper, one ration chocolate; 
and after sunset , four tablespoonsful of water per man. The 
chocolates were of a special type made for life boat rations, and 
charged with considerable food value. But the mate did not 
expect that it would be long before they were rescued-they were 
on the shipping route, and the SOS had been sent. Some of the 
men shared his confidence; the others, feeling that they needed 
more than mortal aid, moved over to where the youngest sur­
vivor lay. Little John they called him-he was sixteen and a 
half, and this was his first long sea trip-not such a bright lad, 
but conscientious and eager to please. When he first joined the 
ship, they noticed that in the cool of the evening he would go 
up on to the fo'scle to read his Bible. As time went on, he k ept 
it up, and they rather respected him for it . Now they asked 
him to say a prayer for them-and so he prayed-if it be in 
accordance with God's will, they be saved; but otherwise­
well, in God's House th ere were many mansions. 
At daybreak they began to look around the horizon for a 
wisp of smoke, but they looked in vain ; the next day the same, 
and the third morning the same result. And so they set to with 
paddles on the long journey to the coast. The mate seemed to 
have lost hi;:; confidence, and wore the vacant desperate, look of 
utter despair. The sea was calm, the sky was clear, with never a 
cloud. There was scarcely a breeze during the day, and the 
sun beat down hot and continuously, and was reflected from the 
water in blazes of diamonds. As the days passed, they saw the 
first red of the morning with sinking hearts, for they dreaded 
the heat of the day. Wetting their clothes with the sea water, 
gathering beneath the mrngre shade from the bit of cmr;as, 
helped to keep them cooler, but still the reflection from the 
water hurt their eyes, and the heat made their heads swim. 
They paddled, but their strokes had little strength. The mate 
made no effort to seek the shade, and on the seventh day he lay, 
flushed and exhausted, breathing in an irregular way. Later 
in the day they noticed that he was dead. They cast h im over 
the side with forebod ing- the first to go. Little J ohn still 
prayed each morning, but became visibly weaker. On the morn­
ing of the tenth day h e did not have strength enough to continue. 
He turned to Clarke, the ship 's carpenter, who as senior A.B. was 
now in charge, and said, "I know you will be picked u p; take 
this message for me to Mum and Dad; please t ell them I died a 
Christian ." And then he lay back exhausted, and later in the· 
day he died. 
From the beginning Clarke had kept a diary-with a blL!c 
pencil on a small piece of canvas. He duly noted the death of 
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John and wondered, as he looked about. who would be next. The 
faces that the saw were pinched and grey, the eyes were sunken 
and the beards were rough. The next few days he had plenty 
to write in the diary-some seemed to die from the heat, some 
from thirst, and two, who could bear the suspense no longer, 
drank their fill of sea water. and died the next day, muttering 
nonsense, with a wild look in their eyes. Their diet had been 
supplemented a little. The equipment on the raft included fish­
ing lines, and round the raft there were usually small fish 
circling-rnmetimes small sharks. One day they caught a small 
shark, about two feet long. They ate the raw flesh, and gained 
both food and water. One night a breeze sprang up, the sea 
became rough, and a little rain fell. They spread their piece 
of canvas and collected a little water. but the canvas was so im­
pregnated with ~ea salt by now. that the rain water tasted much 
like sea water, and they got little benefit from it. 
When the sun rose on the tv;entieth day, there were only 
two alive on the raft-Clarke, and a young ordinary seaman 
called Armstrong. They took stock of their water and food­
their water was somewhat depleted by evaporation. However, 
now that there were only two of them, they could vary their 
ration. They decided to increase it when they felt low and 
when they felt better decrease it again. They still paddled for 
the next few days in a desultory fashion, but their efforts seemed 
futile, and they had little strength to continue. The raft just 
drifted on during the day, and they lay under the canvas list­
lessly. The writing of the diary. the apportioning of the daily 
ration, the hauling in of the :fishing lines, usually empty, became 
a daily ritual-they did them the same ways, at the same times, 
in a solemn, mechanical sort of way, without remembering much 
of the why and wherefore. During the nights the effort of keep­
ing avv·ake was too great, and they dropped off into a dreamless 
sleep. During the day they dozed, and disjointed day-dreams 
flitted through their minds. They tended to forget the pre­
vious few weeks, and for a few brief minutes they would imagine 
themselves at Blackpool, perhaps, on a day in June with a girl 
on each arm; or drinking deep at an inn in Liverpool, or perhaps 
a bar in Capetown-or San Francisco; or tramping back to the 
ship through Covent Garden, busy in the early morning. Some­
times Clarke imagined himself lying in cool green grass, looking 
upwards to the sky, the sun glinting with golden fire from be­
yond a tracery of green leaves and brown limbs. But if ever a 
fish jumped near, or a flying fish skimmed past, they were in­
stantly alert, hungry and eager to kill. Hunger sharpened their 
sight, made their ears keener, shone out of their eyes. Some­
times it would be satisfied. A couple of times a flying fish fell 
on the raft-to be seized eagerly and divided. Once their fish­
ing lines caught a tiny stingray. They ate part of the flesh, 
and sucked the moisture from the rest. The salt of the sea, 
from the water of the waves, and from wetting their clothes to 
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keep cocl show·ed white on their grey skins, and here and there 
small eruptions, like boils. began to appear. And still they 
drifted on. 
One day, idly dreaming, watching the water about the raft, 
and praying that a fish might be attracted by their mast of 
coloured cloth, Clarke noticed that among the green, hairy 
growth that coated the bottom of the raft, there were tiny green 
tubes, several inches long. As he gazed at them he reasoned 
that they must be hollow, and the cavity would contain fresh 
water. And so he gathered it, and sucked the liquid from the 
tubes-peculiar tasting, but not salt. And so every few days 
they would gather the crop of tiny tubes, and get perhaps a 
tablespoonsful of extra water. Then they trailed a rope behind, 
to gather more of the tiny animals. To the daily ritual was 
added, every third day, the ceremony of gathering the tubes. 
And so they drifted on, day after day. Even the elaborate ritual 
did not fill up their day-there was still time for the mind to 
wander over happier scenes of laughter and good fellowship of 
other days-and then return to the desolation and loneliness. 
Armstrong could almost cry with despair, and used to suggest 
dropping over the side into the cool depths below, to end the 
ordeal. But Clarke would scoff at the idea, and speak hearten­
ing \VOrds-say that they must be soon picked up, and speak of 
being on the trade-route, and of ocean currents and prevailing 
winds-and of a mas<> of information, erroneous for the most 
part. For at the back of his mind was not a map of ocean cur­
r ents, but a picture of little John ::;aying, "I know you will be 
picked up." The able seaman had taken little notice of the boy 
in the old days on the ship, but now, when his reason no longer 
h eld full sway, the boy had assumed the dimension!" nf a saint in 
his imagination. He must be picked up-little John h2.r1 <>aid so. 
P erhaps little John's God would bring it about-but certainly h 0 
would be picked up. But still they drifted on , and grew weaker 
and the little water grew less and less-till there could be only 
enough for five days. 
And the next morning they watched, in what seemed a 
delirious dream, ten great planes flying overhead, and before 
they had quite disappeared, one detached itself from the others, 
r eturned and circled round the raft. As they waved feebly, it 
dropped about twenty packages-all fairly close. They lifted 
the paddles, but they had no strength to use them. So they 
just watched the packages and longed for them, and tried to­
propel the raft towards them by wishing and hoping. At last one 
parcel did drift alongside. They clung to it and tried to lift it 
from the water. Slowly they dragged it on to the raft, and 
eagerly opened it. It contained neither food nor water, but a 
medical kit and a small wireless transmitter, complete with kite 
and wire for aerial. Placing it between his knees, according to 
instructions, Clarke turned the handle on top , and began to tap 
out their first message. That day nothing further happened, but 
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next day they were full of hope. In the afternoon the 'planes 
again flew over, and one of them dropped two packages a couple 
of hundred yards away-but they could not reach them; all their 
strength was used up in working the transmitter. They thought 
that they had reached the area covered by the R.A.F. coastal 
patrol from Africa, but the 'planes that they saw were really 
American bombers crossing the Atlantic to Africa , via Ascension 
Island. 
On the forty-seventh day a breeze sprang up, and the sea 
became choppy. A Catalina flew over, and dropped a number of 
packages, one of which they picked up. The package contained 
water and food, and a message from the pilot, telling them that 
they were on the shipping route, their wireless signals had been 
picked up, and they could expect to be picked up within thirty­
six hours. The sea was too rough for him to land. The days 
were no longer things of boredom, interspersed with solemn 
ritual; there was no longer any gathering of the tubes-the diary 
was not even written fully-just a few confused words. One 
activity filled their day-waiting for the 'planes, waiting for a 
ship. They could not think of anything for long without stop­
ping to look up at the sky, or peer at the horizon, looking for a 
.speck that might be 'plane or ship. The night was long-now 
they looked eagerly for the day-fearful lest they be missed. 
On the forty-eighth day they did not transmit; they just waited 
-but nothing came. On the morning of the firty-ninth day 
they looked on the horizon for the smoke of a ship, or a speck 
that might be a 'plane. All day long they looked, but nothing 
came. Jn the afternoon a wind came from the east, the sky be­
came overcast, and the sea was choppy. That night they both 
lay on the raft in silence, their disappointment too deep for 
words. Clarke thought of little John, but without faith. Arm­
.strong thought of dropping over the side, but the water repelled 
him. On the morning of the fiftieth day they tried to forget 
their disappointment, and began transmitting again. They 
watched all day, and in the cool of the evening they saw a shape 
on the horizon, watched it come closer and closer-a British 
escort destroyer. The destroyer lowered a boat, it rowed to­
wards them, and strong hands lifted them in. 
Meanwhile in the destroyer's sick bay there was a long line 
,of dixies of sweet tea. The destroyer had received a corrupt 
.signal, and did not know whether they had to pick up fifty 
survivors adrift for two days, or vice versa, so had provided for 
.fifty. A fortnight after the survivors were walking about and 
eating meals. At Lagos a passenger ship took them to England. 
Clarke tried to go to sea again, but was pronounced unfit, :md 
gave Department of Information lectures to factory workers in­
:stead; Armstrong became quite fit, except that he developed 
,epileptic seizures; and the surgeon lieutenant of the British de­
.stroyer decided to write a paper on the effects of water depletion 
in the human being. 
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Nesta 
By DAVID ROWBOTHAM. 
"Nesta's comin'." 
Mrs. Cribb's abundant bosom shuddered as she broke the 
news to Mr. Cribb across the tea table. Cribb, regarded with 
awe more than respect in his crowded household-except when he 
periodically relinquished command to Nesta-quailed under the 
impact. He sighed convulsively as he read the telegram, as if 
circumstances were just too tough for him to combat, although 
he weighed sixteen stone in his flannel underwear. -He crumpled 
the offending missile in his fat fist, and asked his tremulous 
spouse to pass the sugar in a tone which implied she was solely 
to blame for the infliction that was Nesta. 
Mrs. Cribb had been bearing the responsibility for her 
maiden sister's existence ever since that courageous woman had 
had the temerity to tell Cribb shortly after his marriage that a 
healthy male like him shouldn't be wasting his time odd-jobbing 
-for which he showed no particular inclination and earned 
hardly enough for his beer and tobacco-but should exert himself 
in a more lucrative field. Since "a more lucrative field" proved 
to be a more strenuous one, Cribb, thanks to Nesta's enterprise, 
was now a hard-working man, being a yardman at the foundry. 
However, in spite of Cribb's change of occupation, the Cribb 
home showed no signs of prosperity. The front fence was falling 
apart and the modest house was conspicuous for its urgent need 
of a decent coat of paint. A dilapidated notice on the garden 
gate warned intendin,g visitors to beware of the dog. You had to 
know the Cribbs to know that there was no dog. The notice 
would not have lost any of its significance if it had been altered 
to BEWARE OF THE CHILDREN, for Mrs. Cribb's mischievous 
brood of six had a more devastating effect on visitors than any 
belligerent dog. 
It was rather an amazed baker then who, unmolested. made 
the distance from the double gate to Mrs. Cribb's back door on 
the morning following the arrival of the telegram. The children 
had disappeared, magically. As he closed the gate on the way 
out, the mystified tradesman glanced back, expecting to see 
grubby little forms rushing towards him at any moment. Had 
he used the garden gate for his exit, he would have noticed on 
glancing back that the dog notice had been tampered with and a 
juvenile hand had crossed out the words, THE DOG, and in­
trepidly substituted, AUNT NESTA, with yellow school pastel. 
He may also have noticed half a dozen small faces peering 
surreptitiously from the front window. These bobbed quickly 
out of sight with the impressive arrival five minutes later of 
Aunt Nesta. 
She came in Jim Blane's taxi-the flashest in town-read 
the notice on the front gate, raged up the front stairs, flooded 
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the hallway with luggage, and inside a week had driven the 
children to repentance and cleanliness, Mrs. Cribb to despair, 
and the dethroned Cribb, after work, to the bar of "The Grande." 
The tall, athletic Nesta stood a head above her sister and 
took advantage of the fact. 
"Fair makes you jumpy, she does," said Mrs. Harding, an 
acquaintance of the Cribb family. And if Cribb had heard her 
sentiments, he would have agreed, adding with malice that, 
"Nesta takes after her old man and he was one of them dis­
ciplinarian sorts." 
Whether or not she made people jumpy, Nesta converted the 
Cribb household, much to the unhappiness of the Cribbs, into a 
place of order and efficiency. The children, except the youngest 
who showed a partialty for sucking stones and broken glass, 
were banished to the outdoors. The three small bedrooms and 
the inadequate dining room took on an unaccustomed air of 
serenity. The beds remained unrumpled all day, the modest vase 
of flowers-which were always fresh now-became a fixture on 
the sideboard, and the worn cushions were draped permanently 
and ornamentally over the back of the bumpy couch. When 
Cribb, on brave occasions, did come home for the evening, he 
found that he could not be accommodated. Nesta had chosen 
the couch-the only couch-his couch-for her forbidding 
length. The children were always grouped submissively on the 
floor beside her, within easy striking distance; for Nesta, despite 
her virtue of efficiency, was a bully, more than a match for 
Cribb and now undisputed boss of "Ivy and the kids." 
So Cribb, in futile rage, which he kept to himself for fear 
of Nesta's tongue and the banter of "the boys" at work, bore 
the shame and misery of an outcast. 
How long he might have been forced to endure this treat­
ment, he, most of all, hadn't the faintest idea. When Nesta came 
on her so-called holidays, it was purely a matter for conjecture 
whether she stayed two weeks or two months; but she always 
stayed long enough to set the Cribb home right side up and 
make all the Cribbs unhappy. And when she returned to her 
father in the city, she always left her ghost behind. It kept the 
bully out of Cribb for days after, supervised Mrs. Cribb's house­
keeping, making her surprisingly meticulous for a while, and 
frowned on the children when in unaccustomed freedom they 
played games in the hallway. 
But the gods were kind to Cribb the afternoon he met Mr. 
Wisley at "The Grande". Mr. Wisley was a schoolteacher with 
the "gift of the gab" and, strangely enough, an attentive ear to 
go with it. Cribb, over his sixth glass of beer, became con­
fidential and told all to Mr. Wisley. Mr. Wisley polished off his 
fourth in sympathy, and rewarded Cribb for his confidence by 
disclosing with eloquent finesse that he had been batching for a 
week while his wife went home to her mother to have her ninth 
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baby. Cribb's eyes filled with tears. He had found a friend, and, 
prompted by the spirit of the occasion, in reckless disregard of 
Nesta invited his companion home to supper. 
To say that the appearance of the bibulous Cribb and his 
friend caused a sensation at the Cribb home would be putting it 
m ildly. After Mr. Wisley had practically battered the front door 
in with a fist as formidable as Cribb's, it was opened timorous ly 
by a wide-eyed youngster dispatched with all haste by Nesta 
from the propriety of the dining room. 
"Good evening, boy," boomed Mr. Wisley. The boy recoiled 
at the apparition of his teacher staggering through the doorway, 
wielding an evening newspaper as if it were a cane. 
In excessive politeness the two men ushered each other into 
the dining room to halt and sway dramatically in the presence of 
Nesta. The children, more out of fear than discretion, trickled 
away to their beds-all except the youngest who clung to her 
advantageous position on Mrs. Cribb's lap which began to 
quiver like a jelly. 
"Tom Cribb!" Nesta rose with venom in her look. Cribb, 
with the realisation of what he had done suddenly tumbling on 
top of him, sought refuge in formalities. 
"Neshta, thish is Mr. Wishley. Wishy, meet my shishter­
inlaw, Neshta." 
"Wishy,'' not in the least disconcerted by Nesta's belligerent 
a ttitude, exercised the offensive charm which no doubt won him 
Mrs. Wisley, who, poor woman, apparently hadn't been able to 
resist him since, and, removing his hat, an obligation which had 
not occurred to him before , swept it in cavalier manner in front 
of him, laid it on his heart and benf gallantly at the waist. The 
last operation cost him his balance. His heavy body lurched 
forward to be rescued from crashing only by the back of a chair 
against which it rested untidily. 
Nesta, at first mollified by the courtliness of Mr. Wisely's 
salute, was disgusted with its fina l effect and turned on Cribb 
again. 
"Get out of here," she hissed imperatively, "and take this­
this creature with you. " She licked the word as it passed over 
her lips. 
Slighted by this hostile reference to him, the schoolteacher 
revived in Mr. Wisley, and the charm returned. 
"Madam," he started off irnpo~ingly from behind the chair, 
then changed to a flattering tone. 
"Pardon me. I am a little ill. Tom, why didn't you tell me 
you had such an attractive sister-in-law? Those features­
Grecian. Such personality . Ah, dear lady, why haven't we met 
before? I have been informed by your devoted Tom that you 
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make most delicious tea. How could it be otherwise when 
poured by those fair hands. Ah, may I stay and enjoy :rour 
pleasant company? Such elegance. Such features-Hellenic-­
hie-HELL!" 
The chair capsized under his weight and Mr. Wisley, de­
prived of support, swore and sagged, grabbing frantically at air. 
Nesta . a suspicious pink in her otherwise pale cheeks, stepped 
back out of reach; but too late. Mr. Wisley's right hand sud­
denly touched serge, grabbed a handful and clung. With a rip 
from the serge and a shriek from Nesta, her skirt collapsed about 
her fee t and Mr. Wisly lay outstretched on the floor, ga-z:ing 
vacantly at a long sweep of agitated petticoat. 
"Ooohhh!"-the anguish , the anger in that yell. Pink 
cheeks flamed red. Her maidenly reserve violated, Nesta gave 
Mr. Wisley a wilful kick in the ribs, gathered up her fallen skirt 
and. vainly trying to hide her spindly knees, retreated sobbing 
with humili3tion and rage from the dining-room. Mrs. Cribb, in 
the armchair almost expired; the child wailed and Cribb, thor­
oughly unnerved, helped Mr. Wisley to his feet , and thence to 
the front door. Both men departed with the cries of Nesta 
ringing in their ears and their consciences, and booked in at 
"The Grande." 
Three days later, still a resident of "The Grande," Cribb met 
his wife with two of the brood in town. 
Shamefacedly he asked, "Well, Ivy, how's Nesta?" 
"She's gone, Tom." 
"What!" Tom shouted, hoarse with amazement. 
"Left yesterday. Says she's never comin' again any more, 
after the insult you and that Mr. Wisley give 'er." 
"Well, whadya know." The expression trailed off in a 
whisper of wonder. 
That evening all the Cribbs sat down to tea in peace of mind, 
Cribb once more at the head of the table frowning down on his 
wife for the sugar, but a little more kindheartedly, feeling mag­
nanimous in his sudden good luck. 
Mr. Wisley assumed a new importance to the boys at school 
after the eldest of the young Cribbs-who listened in on the 
table conversation at home-had circulated the tale of his con­
quest of Aunt Nesta. 
Fortunately, Mrs. Wisley didn't hear of the incident, any 
questions as to what Mr. Wisley did while she was away being 
strategically steered into the more popular subject of "the ninth". 
The laE:t the Cribb family heard of Nesta was that she had 
taken up croquet at her suburban club, and within a fortnight 
of joining had been elected vice-president. 
"She must be slipping," commented Cribb. "But then we 
don't know the president." 
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Pilot, Prisoner, Captor and Hero 
By H.A.C. 
The scene was set for the final death-struggle of Nazidom. 
The Rhine had been crossed, and the Seventh Armoured Corps 
was at the gates of Munster. On that Saturday morning every 
one was wondering when we would move forward to another­
landing-strip to keep pace with the army: the army was won­
der ing whether Munster, the first really big city east of the 
Rhine, and in the key position controlling the major railways 
north from the Ruhr, was to be defended to the last man , as 
"Arnhem Mary" had boasted in her broadcasts. 
The weathe.r was very much "clamped down", but being only 
10-tenths at 300ft., "Rhubarbs" were the order of the day. (On 
a "Rhubarb" one kept within 50ft. , or less, of the ground from 
take-off to landing, and attacked anything that one managed to· 
see for long enough to press the firing button.). 
F./O. Taffy T-- went out with a very "green" No. 2 to 
attack convoys on the Munster-Rheine road, or north thereof. 
About an hour later a very bedraggled "Tiffy" limped in to dis­
close that this poor No. 2 had not enjoyed trying to find his own 
way back after seeing "Taffy" blow up at 50ft., at the same 
time as he himself was hit behind the seat, destroying his radio! 
That night orders came through that we would move within 
the next fortnight, and so, for security reasons, our Mess party 
to bid farewell to our many Dutch friends was timed for Mon­
day night. Soon after dark, girls of all shapes, sizes and types 
began to arrive at this farewell party-some dressed in long 
frocks , because it was to be an extra special "do". We had all 
changed, and had collected our partners (by the usual method of 
borrowing the padre's utility-he did not invite any guests), and 
things were warming up, when who should appear but "Taffy" 
with bandaged head-very bloody, torn battle-dress, burnt 
t rousers, and badly-burnt legs, not to mention a considerable 
limp '. He had come back from "the dead", to pick a moment 
when everyone was collected to welcome him. He was given a 
drink, and hurried to bed by two or three very attentive M.O.'s. 
Later, from Sam, our Squadron M.O., we heard a most remark-­
able, but true, story . 
Taffy had been attacking an 88 mm. post when it had hit 
him-as his No. 2 reported. He awakened to feel very wet, and 
to find himself wrapped up in a white shroud-his parachute­
and to hear lots of muttering in a strange tongue all around him. 
No wonder he thought "this Hell's a strange place!" He was 
eventually freed from his parachute and helped to his feet, to 
find that he had been dragged from a pond and was a prisoner. 
Then he "sort of passed out" for a while. When he again awoke 
his head and legs had been bandaged and he was bumping along· 
a road in a heavy truck, with two "Wehrmacht" rnldiers sitting 
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guard over him. The truck pulled up in a wood once to avoid 
some Typhoons that happened to be out on a "Rhubarb", and 
one vehicle ahead of it exploded, much to the consternation of 
Taffy's guards! By nightfall they pulled up at a house in 
Munster, and Taffy was taken before a Luftwaffe officer. He was 
then driven to the house of the Military Commandant, and told 
by an interpreter that he would be guarded in a room there, and 
would not be surrendered until the last German had fallen in 
defence of the city. He was well-treated, and enjoyed a reason­
able night's sleep with the aid of some "dope" from the Com­
mandant's private M.O. 
It occurred to Taffy next morning that he must have been 
temporarily deaf to shells and bombs the night before, although 
he could hear people talk, because when he asked his guard how 
long the city had been shelled and bombed he was told "since 
last evening." 
He was given a good hot breakfast-his first food since 
breakfast the previous day, and shortly afterwards he was 
paraded about the nearby street as a booster of the morale of the 
German troops going towards the west side of the city, where 
the Seventh Armoured Corps was consolidating and refuelling 
before pouncing. After being returned to his room, still under 
guard, he went to sleep again, and was awakened about 3 p.m. 
by the sound of marching, and then a very smart, "Halt" outside 
the building. As he awoke he saw his sleepy guard spring up 
.and straighten his tunic to get ready to receive the new-comers. 
The next scene was an amazing one. The senior staff 
officer appeared at the door and requested that Taffy go with 
him. In the street there were about seventy officers, lined up in 
threes, with the City Commandant standing rigidly to attention 
in front of them. The Commandant saluted the hatless Taffy, 
.and said in English, "Sir, to you, as the senior British officer pre­
sent, I surrender the city and my soldiers, its defenders." 
Taffy was handed his personal effects, and the German 
·officers, led by the Commandant, piled their arms nearby. Taffy 
selected a Mauser, told the Commandant to order some soldiers 
to guard the piled arms, and then to march the officers towards 
the west. On reaching the outskirts of the city, carrying a white 
flag, they were met by a British armoured scout car, and Taffy 
got a well-earned ride the rest of the way. 
He spent that night in a Field Dressing Station several mUes 
back, and then, about midday on the Monday, was given trans­
port for the hundred-odd miles back to our mess, where he 
.arrived, as mentioned, when the "do" was at its height. Who 
could have asked for a better setting for the end of such an ad­
venture? But what a bitter disappointment to be ordered to bed 
by the Senior M.O. ! However, the very next day he asked for a 




By WALTHER RENDELL. 
I never quite understood what Europe means to the world 
outside Europe, even these days, till I met him. 
He was a middle-aged Australian of some standing in his 
own world of business, had travelled a little and read a good 
deal, and was no fool besides. When I met him a few days ago 
in Sydney he became doubly alive when he heard I was 
English. 
His face wore a broad, satiric smile. "And what do you 
think of our beautiful country?" he said. 
"I like it very much,'' I admitted, "especially as I've just 
come from 'the other side'. Life there isn't much fun these 
days." 
"Maybe not . . . Still, Europe still has some things we 
haven't got." 
"Ruined castles and family ghosts?" I suggested. 
"Not just that. It's hard to explain. I felt it more than 
ever on my last trip back from England. That was in 1942. It 
was a queer experience, which might teach you something, if 
you'd care to hear it. ..." 
I was boarding the boat at Southampton (he said) when I 
first saw them. I wasn't in very high spirits, for sea-voyages 
weren't pleasur~-cruises in those days, and anyway I was tired. 
As I walked up the gangway I caught sight of a group of pas­
sengers lining the upper deck. One of them struck me in par­
ticular. He was an old Jew with a greyish beard, shabbily 
dressed. and he gazed down meaninglessly on the wharf. At his 
side, clasping his hand, stood a dark, bright-eyed boy about eight 
years old, excited and talkative. I caught lit tle more than a 
glimpse of the two, but the picture stayed in my mind, especially 
that of the dark-glowing face of the child. 
I didn't sleep much that first nigh t, although I was tired. 
At dawn I got dressed and went on deck. Everything was quiet 
except for someone playing the piano in the lounge behind me, 
and the scene from the ship was grey and depressing. Quietly I 
turned away towards the lounge, but when I reached the open 
door I stopped. for there was the child at the piano, his back 
to me. 
He was playing in a meditative, careless sort of way, not 
knowing he wasn't alone. I stood listening-the thing was 
familiar to me; it was tuneful, but not in any sloppy, erotic sort 
of way-definitely a melody with a spine up its back. Then I 
placed it, more or less. It was a Beethoven concerto, one of the 
earlier ones, and I had heard it often enough to be able to antici­
pate every bar. I walked across the carpeted floor and stood 
behind the child. silent and unsuspected. The fingers slid over 
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the keys into a perfect cadence, and then something uncanny 
happened; we were both unconsciously listening for the orchestra 
to take up the melody, not only listening but almost hearing it; 
and suddenly urged I whistled the missing bars. The boy raised 
his hands over the keys with all the seriousness of the concert 
performer and brought them down in perfect time. Even if his 
rendering was more inspired than accurate, the circumstances 
made it wonderful. But suddenly he stopped, as if he only then 
realised he wasn't alone, and slipped from his stool. As he 
turned and stood facing me, flushing slightly, I saw I should have 
to make the first move. · 
"What was that you were playing?" 
Still he looked at me. "Perhaps he doesn't understand Eng­
lish," I thought. "I suppose German is the most likely thing." 
"Do you like playing?" I asked, choosing one of the safest 
idioms I knew. I never know what to say to children, anyhow. 
He probably understood that. He opened his mouth as if to 
speak, and then turned quickly and slipped out of the room. 
They were Austrian Jews, was all the captain could tell me­
uncle and nephew. Inevitably I saw a good deal of them, but 
I never tried to speak to them again. They interested me too 
much-you can understand that, can't you? If I'd talked to them 
they would have become individual and particular, while I saw 
them as something typical, almost s~1mbolic. There wa no 
reason why I should talk to them and besides, there was plenty 
of time. So I just watched. They made the strangest sight, 
leaning pensively on the ship's rail for minutes on end, speaking 
only occasionally to each other in a lmv voice. I guessed they 
had already made their past a blank by choice. and their future 
was a blank by necessity, so there only remained the present, 
which consisted of a number of pre-occupied passengers and a 
good deal of ocean. It was a trip of a kind I have never known 
before or since, with the atmosphere sick with foreboding and 
our two passengers wandering silently about the decks or idly 
gazing out to sea like strangely disembodied spirits in a world 
of fact. 
When we arrived in Sydney I felt impelled to make some 
move, it seemed so impossible to let them step off that boat and 
never to ::ee them again. So half an hour before we berthed I 
approached the old fellow and introduced myself. When I told 
him I wanted to help he could hardly speak for gratitude. 
"You will understand," he said. "We have arranged with a 
friend, and we shall have a little shop here in Sydney; very small, 
you understand, but enough. But permit me to thank you
again." 
I took his address, however, and stepped off the boat Jcelmg 
upset and vaguely angry, I don't know why; so I went straight 
back to the office, started in on some work again and forgot the 
whole thing. 
* 
Almost. ... Somehow the face of the child remained, and the 
snatch of music. I asked a friend of mine about the music, and 
whistled a few bars to him. "Third concerto," he announced 
instantly, "first movement. The work opens with a ..." 
"I know," I said hastily. "Heard it often. Do they play it 
much these days?" 
"All the time," he assured me. "It's played nearly every 
concert season." 
I don't know why I asked that. A vague idea was forming 
in my brain, a feeling that the little play begun in that ship's 
lounge wasn't finished yet, and would have to be finished by me. 
All the world that listens to music know there is no effect 
quite like that of a Beethoven concerto. That was why I was a 
bit frightened when I took the boy to hear the third. Yes, it 
was played in Sydney last year, shortly after we arrived-not 
so surprising, though it struck me as a great coincidence at the 
time. And I had the uncle's permission. Of course I see now 
that I was wrong-you shouldn't plan things like that for other 
people without telling them about it, you've no right to. But I 
was too intent on carrying an experiment through to the end; I 
had seen one miracle in that ship's lounge, and I was going to see 
another. 
The child was excited, of course; it didn't come out th rough 
his mouth, but through his eyes and even his skin, which glowed 
pale in the half-dark streets and dark in the hall. "He has been 
to many such concerts," his uncle had said. "He will remember 
much." It was the memories that would be interesting-the 
memories of the face; I was hoping for nothing less than a 
glimpse of Europe in that face. 
The overture was finished, ·and the soloist was being led on 
to the stage swishing white satin and acknowledging the ap­
plause. I always hate this part of a concert-it seems so cheap. 
She took an age to settle herself at the piano , but I saw no more 
of orchestra , or hall, or audience. because my eyes were on the 
boy. 
Something had happened to him when the orchestra began . 
It wasn't fear and it wasn't hope. but a sort of deep, long-drawn 
satisfaction, like a thirsty horse at a river at night-fall-a desire 
to take each moment and enjoy it without thinking of the next. 
each moment the answer to something unsatisfied for a Jong 
time. It was a fulfilment. I felt physically sick watching that 
starved-up soul quench itself. it was so terrible to see. A little 
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rAerwhelming, like all miracles. I thought to myself as we left 
tl1c hall together after the first half of the concert. I took him 
home. neither of .~s sayin~:' a ,,·ord. ... ... 
There was a pause. ''Did ~·ou see him again?" I asked. 
He shook his head. "No reason to. They're set up now, 
and have their own friends." 
There was anoLiJ.er pause. "The whole thing," he went on, 
.. reminds me of what someone rnys in that Dostoevsky book­
·J know Europe is just a graveyard, Alyosha. a most precious 
graveyard, that's what it is'." 
"'Well?" I prompted. 
His eyes took on a distant look. 
"Well. I'm not so sure it is 'just a graveyard'. yet." 
Ballade A Double Refrain 
The free-verse writers of to-day 
Will not see eye to eye with me, 
If I am bold enough to say: 
To-day's free 'l:erse is far too free. 
Nor shall I win their sympathy 
And cause assenting nods, I know, 
If I refer admiringly 
To Henley, Dobson, Lang and Co. 
..Free verse is for the distingues, 
And ryhme is for the bourgeoisie." 
Ah, let them argue as they may, 
To-day's free verse is far too free. 
If chopped-up prose is poetry 
I'll be a dolgarned so-and-so; 
What utter nonsense it would be 
To Henley, Dobson, Lang and Co. 
I hunger for a virelai, 
Carven and wrought like filigr ee; 
Give me a villanelle, I pray ! 
To-day's free verse is far too free ; 
Pathetic, nothing less, are ye 
From whom amorphous maunderings flow . 
In your inferiority 
To Henley, Dobson , Lang and Co. 
Be shocked with licence! is my plea: 
To-day's free verse is far too free . 
0 shudder into rules, and go 
To Henley, Dobson, Lang and Co. 
- RAYMOND KELLEY. 
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Evening on Cooktown Harbour 
Blue on the ranges, dark sea glistening, 
Cicadas singing, a ghost-town listening. 
Bush frogs croaking, dead leaves falling; 
Down in a gully, a curlew calling; 
Up from the mangroves raucous squalling 
Screeching cr~atures, bat wings flapping 
Rising in the evening to start their day. 
Over the harbour, feebly fluttering 
Whispers of wings in chorus muttering; 
Red of the sunset, shadows sweeping, 
Lapping of waters and kingfish leaping; 
Black fin skimming, a foraging shark 
Slices the silver in gathering dark. 
-TONY CRAIG. 
Star-Destiny 
See those bright stars hanging in midnight space 
Spinning their planets each one to its year 
Unseen by us, forever in its place; 
Are dreaming and destinies, and love and fear 
And all we feel the guidings of a star? 
Should we but quit this rnnbound Earth and fly 
To furthest empty heaven where no stars are, 
Still should we live and love, and loving, die? 
-MARIE HORN. 
Fragment 
On the crest of the sandhill 
stood two greyhounds, 
noses keen in the morning air 
bodies gaunt against the sky. 
Slowly they descended, 
approached the creek 
stained brown with tea-tree. 
Stepping leisurely in 
they swam silently like submarines, 
tails stiff as periscopes 
cleaving the water. 
Scrambling out on the far bank 
they shook th.eir lithe bodies 
gleaming wet in the sun, 
and with easy grace 
loped off mysteriously along the sand. 
-JEAN RENNIE. 
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Elinore 
Come, gather round if you would know 
An ancient tale of long ago, 
A tale which oft was told of yore, 
The tale of Elinore. 
"Who stops me on this lonely road 
At dead of night, when all is still? 
Who is it stops a passerby? 
The hour is late; the wind is chill. 
Why do you so silent stand, 
Upon the road, with upflung hand?" 
I see him now-his strange attire, 
His pallid face, and sunken eye, 
And kindled there a ghastly fire; 
What horrid fiend do I espy? 
I fear, I fear, but cannot fly; 
My limbs are weak, my limbs are numb. 
"Say what thou art, or art thou dumb? 
Is it a spectre that I see? 
Say quickly what thou art, 
For terror at the sight of thee 
Strikes chill into my heart." 
The apparition , gaunt and grey, 
Spake to me, and bade me "Stay. 
I beg you hear me patiently, 
And do not be afraid of me. 
A question I would ask of thee." 
His voice-I shudder.-At the sound 
A thousand horrors pricked my skin. 
"I wander all the world around 
To expiate a dreadful sin. 
I roam each country through and through 
In search of one to love me true; 
But naught about her can I tell, 
Except her name. I know that well. 
My question-one alone, not more­
Know'st thou of Elinore? 
You wish to know the reason why 
I question every passerby? 
Full many years ago when I 
Was young, I did a wicked thing, 
Nor reeked I that vile deeds will bring 
With them, their own punishment, 
Should the doer not repent. 
A vision was unto me sent, 
And spake, a damsel pure and holy, 
'"Rearken, wicked man and lowly, 
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If you would peace and pardon win, 
As an atonement for your sin 
Go, search the whole world through and through 
And find one who will love you true. 
But naught about her will I tell 
Save this one thing, so mark it well, 
Her name alone, and nothing more. 
Her name is Elinore." 
Since that time have I sought in vain, 
But not yet have I seen her face; 
And always peril, sometimes pain, 
Constant at my side remain 
As I pass from place to place, 
Homeless, friendless, on my quest , 
Knowing neither peace nor rest, 
The prey alike to hopes and fears, 
Anxious always to seek elsewhere, 
And knowing well the taste of tears, 
The bitter blackness of despair. 
Her name alone has been my guide 
In all my journeys far and wide, 
From land to land, from shore to shore, 
In search of Elinore . 
Ent will the search-oh, cursed thought 
And one with utmost terror fraught­
Continue after I am dead? 
This thing above all else I dread. 
Should my life's quest avail me naught 
I fear my spirit must renew 
The search for one to love me true. 
But oh forbid that I should be 
Compelled through all eternity 
To seek through earth, and heaven, and hell, 
The stars, the trackless void as well , 
Compelled to wander evermore 
In search of Elinore." 
When the wind shrieks wild and shrill 
You can hear him searching still, 
Calling, calling, evermore, 
The name of Elinore. 
- E.J.H. 
REVIEWS 
~'Challenge to Education" 
(Professor Eric Ashby). 
By R. McDONNELL, C.M. 
The main purpose of dust-covers, now unhappily fulfilled by 
part of the cover itself, since solid binding has grown so rare, is 
to throw dust: the sort of dust that Sydney Smith, that most 
amiable of reviewers, mixed in with his recipe for reviewers,­
"! never read a book before reviewing it; it prejudices a man 
so." 
The inside flaps and the back cover of Professor Eric Ashby's 
"Challenge to Education"* have a liberal sprinkling of this dust. 
In this enlightened age which reads reviews rather than books, 
some good purpose may thereby be mysteriously served, but the 
present writer , having read both the dust and the book, assures 
the general public that the Professor kicks up quite enough dust 
on his own account to be able to dispense with another's assist­
ance. 
The salient features of the dust-cover (in its metamorphosed 
state), therefore, may be summarised: that the Professor (of 
Botany, Sydney University, not stated) , born London, 1902, came 
to Australia 1938, having studied at various Universities in 
England, Germany, Switzerland and America, travelled also in 
five continents (not specified). The A.B.C. has featured him as a 
speaker on various occasions; that is not on the cover, but the 
author acknowledges thanks to the Commission in his introduc­
tion for two of the talks printed. 
There was once a very bright student at one of the mediaeval 
Universities, no believer in what the Professor calls "compart­
mentalised" knowledge, who posted up the notice of his forth­
coming disputation: Disputatur ·de omni re scibili. To which 
either some contemporary, or maybe somebody of a later century 
and so free of all danger of daggers and other aids to per­
suasion and politeness, added in disguised scrawl: Neenan 
quibusdam aliis. 
That story is not in the book. It could easily be there. But 
there are some other stories of mediaeval and even modern 
Universities that are quite good, and all of them with a sting in 
the end of the tail, like the anecdote about the horse's teeth, or 
the highly interesting remark about the students no longer being 
required to swear on oath that they would not stab their pro­
fessors if failed. 
P rofessor Ashby writes well. He invests his topic with a 
certain informality and interest that makes this collection of 
~ssays and addresses very readable. He believes in free speech , 
is very forthright, challening and critical. 
* Eric Ashby: "Challf'ng~ lo Education ." Angus and R obertson, 19.J.6. Price 4/6 . 
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The weakness of the book lies in the fact that it is a collection 
of essays. It does not treat exhaustively any of the problems 
raised. Especially, there is no essay that specifically treats the 
root problem, namely, the aim or end of Education. The Pro­
fessor criticises mostly; he is not setting out to give answers, 
and so, presumably. called his book aptl~, enough a Challenge. 
All he aims at is to demonstrate that­
"At present. the education we give ... is third-rate . Men 
who have enough experience to realise this should be frank 
enough to say so, and to give their r easons . That is my 
apology for having written the articles gathered together in 
this book." 
There are some partial an ·wers suggested, of course, but 
there is no compact and systematised answering of problems 
raised. That, the P rofessor would appear to believe, is for the 
reader to provide according to the philosophy of life he favours . 
The author himself is so careful about not "indoctrinating" others 
that he becomes quite nebulous at times: 
· "... I believe it is possible to ha\·c a common faith in 
Australia. Its main strength would lie in an attitude among 
people of sincerity towards each other and towards the 
future, stronger than selfish interest. There would be a 
common faith in the future of the country. There would be 
a common conviction that certain traditional ideas of good 
and evil are worth preserving at any cost." 
It is a pity that the Professor stays so cot.ton-woolly on such 
important matters, especially as he gives indications enough 
that he has an outlook on life. and quite a good one. He makes 
no difficulty about committing himself in other departments. but 
when he touches on life considered in its moral, aesthetic or 
spiritual aspects he would appear to evade the issue or to skate 
very carefully over it. He does not claim to settle Education's 
business, but he recognises where the crux lies: 
"Until we have reached some common agreement there 
will be no really important reforms in education . I cannot 
offer you any grounds for a common agreement. But I will 
venture to 1.ell you of my own incomplete and tentative 
ideas." 
The Professor is a scientist, but not one of those tiresome 
scientists who, being by profession notorious realists, are satisfied 
to be mere finders-out of things as they are. Yet that is really 
the aspect of life that this book does stress. After all, it is 
written by a scientist, who, as a sc:entist.. does not profess to 
have, nor can have, a philosophy of life. A :::cientist deals with 
actuality and things measurable, not with the hearts of things. 
The why and the wherefore is not his business. 
But it is the business of Educat10n, and the Professor. even 
if he does not include an essay on the aim of Education, does 
show by passing references that he appreciates the bearing of 
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that fact. It is to be regretted that he does not exploit the 
opportunity more fully, but there again he may have felt that, as 
a scientist, it were a better thing to confine himself to those 
matters on which he could offer opinions and views based on 
indisputable experience and authority. It is a pity, all the same, 
for the aim of Education is a unity, not a mere sum-total of 
independent aims expressed through the many items of the 
curriculum. The handling of the problem is not satisfactory 
when any one of the subjects of the curriculum, be it classics, 
language, or as it is here, science, is too far separated from the 
rest of the curriculum. An integration is needed far more than 
an analysis. 
Some criticism may be offered relative to this point in 
respect of his handling of what he calls "the scientific method." 
Unless he is carefully read, he may be very gravely misread on 
this very point. A plea for wider use of the scientific method 
runs through the book: he enunciates and explains it, and pre­
sents examples of its application not once, but often. But he 
regularly applies it, and stresses its application to facts, or "the 
· contemporary scene". There is a little touch of pragmatism 
about all that, and there is a danger of its being considered as 
·something of a cure-all. 
The fact is, and the Professor only mentions it in passing, 
that­
"It is not so much a method as an attitude," 
some canon of values the person works to. It is unfortunate that 
the Professor does not sufficiently stress the higher canons of 
value. He mentions them. Several times during the reading 
.doubts arise about his views on the really important things 
,covered by the moral, aesthetic and spiritual aspects of life since 
they are so vaguely expressed by comparison with the spirited, 
oft-repeated and lengthy statements about facts that effect life 
from its merely social and vocational aspects. 
In the realm of fact and in what are really the unmysterious 
things of life there is much shrewd analysis, comment and 
criticism. There is plenty of sound judgment. There is also 
plenty of provocative coat-trailing, concluded mostly by a brief 
disclaimer of that enjoyable exercise. T'he book repays very 
close reading despite its apparent jocularity and journalese; it 
is thoughtful and thought-inspiring. The repetition neC'essarily 
involved in a collection of discrete articles of varying vintage 
would not appear to all readers a failing: it may serve io ~tress 
important things, and to maintain in print the easy conversa­
tional tone of the original talks. 
But if the book is in some respects a gallimaufry of gambols 
through the field of education, it should not on that account be 
mistaken for an antic hay. It is essentially a serious work on a 
variety of serious aspects of schooling. Every essay repays the 
reading, even the weakest one, "I am involved in Mankind". 
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The rest are very real contributions to an understanding of 
educational problems in Australia to-day. There are facts there, 
pages and pages of them, none of them poor dehydrated things 
either, and implications drawn from those facts that are worthy 
of the deepest consideration of all who are interested in Educa­
tion. If you had the good fortune to listen-in to the Professor 
on his return not so long since from the U.S.S.R. , offering us all a 
regular book of revelations, then you will know that you may 
expect, and you will certainly find, in this book, a lot of most 
interesting revelations on another subject. In fact, outside 
educational magazines, one will not find anything even remotely 
approaching what is here, and even in those magazines only a 
mere fraction of what is here treated, to say nothing at all of 
the readableness of the two presentations. 
The very fine lecture given to the New Education Fellow­
ship in 1944 on "Science at School" flays the present system t•f 
science teaching. Though the Professor speaks mostly fo r 
N.S.W., there is sufficient universality about the evil to make a 
reading of his indictment well worth-while, even this side of the 
border. It is good to read a science Professor so forthright in 
condemnation of "inert facts and inert ideas", and "this sort of 
magpie-picking of useless knowledge which goes under the name 
of science"; and calmly equivalating "general science" with 
"general language". He is aware of the general stuffiness of the 
curriculum, analyses the science course, and offers suggestions 
for its improvement. But he is well aware of the limitations of 
science as a truly educative power: 
"Those enthusiasts for :::cience who would have it replace 
the humanities are little men, who are so excited about 
the power science gives them over Nature that they over­
look the fact that, in the hands of men who are ignorant of 
moral and aesthetic values, this power may be used not to 
conquer Nature, but to conquer Man." 
Written before the atom bomb, that is interesting. 
Many challenges are offered throughout the book to what 
he calls "the modern servitude to science". The strongest attack 
on this is made in the talk to the . Fellowship of Australian 
Writers, entitled "The New Authoritarianism", though the pre­
sentation is marred by a regrettable lack of taste. In the same 
lecture there is a section on scientific writing from the angle of 
prose style, revealing a sound sense of literary values. 
The best things yet said on Australian Universities are said 
·in this book. He treats of them in a practical way, bringing to 
the analysis of this subject much experience of Universities in 
other countries. Making a selection from what he says, one 
might mention the following points about Australian Universities 
·as he sees them: their social inffectiveness, the pupil's almost 
.hopeless chance of entering them (this being soundly based on 
the lack of real equality of opportunity in education despite all 
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our democracy), the worth-whileness of the education offered, 
the lack of graduates in the public service, and why, correspend­
ence courses, the vexed question of what subjects should be 
taught, with special reference to journalism, salesmanship and 
massage-and so on. 
He says that the barriers to University education are poverty 
and a too low standard of matriculation, giving on this last some 
interesting statistics on failures in Medicine and Engineering. 
He finds that the student has even greater difficulties to over­
come when he actually does get to the University, the worst 
being the enormous first-year classes that preclude all personal 
contact between professor and student, the part-time method of 
imparting or assimilating knowledge, which he calls "the eight­
hour-day attitude towards knowledge'', and tl1e immaturity of a 
great many first-year students. 
There is offered a lengthy treatment of his suggestions for 
improvement. Briefly, they are decentralisation of Universities 
with satellite colleges, the establishment of pre-University post­
matriculation courses in Junior Colleges, the fostering of 
migratory habits among students, and a general tightening up of 
life within the University itself, the student, amongst other 
things, to be in the University atmosphere from after breakfast 
till bed-time. 
There is much else besides all this. A good deal of matter 
for the comparative educationalist is thrown in here and there. 
The case for the Universities is very well put: the author has 
very clear ideas about them: 
"Most of the traditions and customs of mediaeval 
Universities have vanished, but two essentials have survived 
every change in society and every government. The two 
essentials are these: Universities are 'built of men': and they 
are concerned with what could be called 'intellectual health.'. 
that and nothing else." 
"Given a good teacher, sitting at one end of a log and an 
eager student sitting on the other end, the central problem 
of education is solved: you have the germ of a University." 
"I assert that the University stands for the world of 
ideas, and that its mission is to fight 'triviality, vocationalism 
and mediocrity'." 
Altogether, this is a book worth reading. You will disagree 
with some things in it, you will object to some things, too. But 
whether you arc a University student, a parent, a teacher, or 
only somebod~· interested in education, Professor Ashby will 
certainly give you plenty of Australian facts to look at that you 
will not find anywhere else in print, and plenty of implications 
and conclusions from those facts to argue about. For every 
undergraduate the book has something; for student body repre­
sentative officers more; for the educationists it is a "must". 
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Val Vallis---"Songs of the East Coast" 
By R. McDONNELL, C.M. 
It is confidently asserted by many critics to-day that 
Romanticism has run itself out to the dregs. Quite a deal of 
ink has been spilt recently even here in Australia on the topic 
and on the old controversy about Classicism and Romanticism: 
some old principles have been restated, and nobody has been 
converted. It would appear that no immediate resolution of the 
argument is in sight. 
However, some good may be drawn from this ink-spilling. 
For one thing, it reveals what the critics are thinking-and that 
is surely something. Nowadays especially it is good to know 
critics before, during and after reading their reviews. Axe­
grinding is common enough. 
Secondly, it reveals something of the stock-taking that has 
been going on in poetic theory among the poets. In Australia 
there is a time-lag of anything from five to ten years behind 
English and American techniques in poetry. Overseas the trend 
away from the Romantic formula has long been evident in the 
work of Eliot, Macneice, Spender, Auden, Frost, Hughes, Sarrett 
and others too numerous to mention. In this country the ten­
dency has been showing itself more and more clearly since as 
far back as the early '20's. A different temper and outlook­
drier, more sophisticated , more intellectual- has come over our 
poets. 
All this manifests that we are passing through a transition 
stage: neither Classicism nor Romanticism-taking both of these 
broad schools as covering their exaggerated and debased de­
rivatives, e.g. , realism, surrealism, expressionism, impressionism, 
symbolism et hoe genus omne-satisfies the poet, or even the 
critic, to-day. 
Val Vallis has been writing fugitive pieces for some three 
or four years now in various literary magazines. His first book':' 
is to appear within a few weeks. This reviewer approached the 
author who has kindly lent him the book in advance of pub­
lication, so that if "Galmahra" appears in good time, it should­
and rightly should-have something to say about the work of 
one of the most successful U.Q. undergraduate poets, and that 
before other publications. Vallis is in Arts II. this year. He 
comes from Galdstone, where before the war he worked in the 
Council offices: he joined the A.I.F., saw service in New Guinea 
and Northern areas, and towards the end of the war and during 
demobilisation was attached to the A.E.S. 
"Songs of the East Coast" is a very well-arranged book. 
There is sufficient change of locale to give a pleasing variety, 
and there is sufficient catholicity of outlook on the two main 
themes of war and the sea-with the sea ever present-to satisfy 
''' Val Vallis : " Songs of the East Coast." Angus and Robertson. 
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the taste for new thoughts on old subjects. Linking with what 
has already been said, one may say also that the poet's outlook 
and temper as presented in the book could quite easily serve 
as an example of the change that is evident in Australian poetic 
theor.v to-day. 
Vallis is a Romantic, but he moves easily into the deeper 
subjectivism of the derivatives of Romanticism. Indeed, his 
very best work is closer to the exaggerated personalism that is 
the very root of symbolist poetry than it is to what could 
possibly be fitted into the normally accepted Romantic formula. 
He is aware also, as a child of his age, of the calls of realism: 
in fact, there are leanings towards most of the modern "isms" 
in poetic writing; possibly "modernism" would sum up them all. 
The touches of the realist outlook are less on the surface than 
are the lush colours of his romanticism, but the brush-work 
shows the tendency. He is not quite satisfied, it would seem, 
with either realism or romanticism-but leans to the latter whilst 
he finds his own idiom amongst poets who have demonstrated 
that whatever one may do in periods of settled poetic style, it is 
imperative that one be an individualist in transition ages. 
The critic should therefore be kind to new poets offering 
their first book at such a time as this. He should be ready to 
praise what is worthy of praise, and to appreciate the difficulties 
of authors, instead of merely acidly criticising and condemning 
what either he does not follow, or worse, disagrees with because 
it does not plump the hazel shell of his personal tastes. Tran­
sitional stages and states are not resolved by critics, but by poets. 
Additionally, critics' duties end long before they reach the stage 
of telling creative writers how to write, or by what formula 
they will achieve greatness. The critic takes what the poet 
offers and judges it on its merits-that, and nothing more. 
"Songs of the East Coast" presents, in the main, soldier­
verse and sea-poetry. The distinction is just, despite some poor 
verse that is sea-based. The title poem, for example, does not 
please: it lacks power, with its inversions (these occur else­
where also), and its declensions into banality, which ill-accord 
with some finely conceived and finely executed images. But the 
great body of the sea-poetry is real pQetry. 
There is some good soldier-verse that comes close to poetry. 
"A Soldier's Spring Song" may be instanced-and as better 
poems, "Leave Day, Rouna Falls" and "The Gannet and The 
Soldier,'' which are good poetry precisely because they rise above 
the experience into the subjective realms of the author's own 
romanticism. 
Occasionally, modernist cynicism is apparent. The implica­
tions of "The Lodger" are finely adjusted to produce a maximum 
effect through understatement. The juxtaposition of the six 
poems beginning with "Winter Morning" adds to their effectiv2­
ness. Outside this set of six may be found something of the same 
temper in "The Worshippers", and more realistically, in "The· 
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Mooring Buoy." A certain bitterness tinges "To The Old 
World": the outlook is more sanely independent in "Winter 
Morning". There is here that mixture of cynicism with romance 
that gives power. One is brought to ask on reading these poems. 
is not the cynic always a romantic or at least an idealist-with a 
difference! 
In Vallis, the Romantic always gets the upper hand. The 
mere bitterness of passing things is neutralised by the sweeter 
tang of more lasting things. It is not without significance that 
the sea, the ageless mistress of poets down the ages, n"O matter 
how far he may seem to be at first removed from her, sweeps 
in somewhere, somehow, to claim him and his subject in prac­
tically every poem of his book. And as a result , the dull hope­
lessness of so much modern verse is lost in the natural cleansing 
or catharsis of man's symbol of eternity, bringing with it, too, 
its sense of satisfaction and of peace. It is for this that the sea­
poetry "translating sea-things to my earth-tuned ears," is the 
best work in the volume. 
There are some sonnets on several subjects. It is interesting 
to observe that there is no instance however of an accepted 
formal or set form of this, the neatest of all verse-forms. 
"Victory" comes closest to a set form, but it uses six rimes. Its 
final couplet is, as it should be, trenchant, full of meaning, ex­
planatory of the rest. It is a pity that more work is not 
attempted by this poet-and modems generally-along the lines 
of the formal forms of the sonnet. It is a discipline-providing 
exercise that brings home to poets their weaknesses and 
strengths-and it is good to also observe that it is precisely for 
the Romantic that it has done most. 
"The Rider" is a sonnet in couplets. Is it a symptom that 
consonance takes the place of rime twice? It is not a successful 
rnnnet: the rime is lost by overmuch run-on phrasing. 
The unrimed sonnets, especially the love laments "Chiaros­
curo" and "Reunion", are magnificently done. Whatever one 
may feel about form as a sine qua non, and whether this sort of 
unrimed poetry should be called a sonnet at all, there can be 
no doubt whatever about its claim to be poetry. The seven 
poems in the sequence "East Coast Revisited" reach a very high 
standard: with the duologue, "Fishing Season", they contribute 
mature work of a poet who has certainly achieved personal 
utterance. It is particularly in these that Vallis shows his 
strength. That strength lies in a near-symbolism. It is not so 
symbolist that mere subjectiveism obscures meaning : it nicely 
blends the image with a way of looking at, and expressing it, 
that satisfies both inward and outward eye. 
Technically, there is unevenness in the work; what was 
said above about sonnets has a bearing here. The jarring lines 
fonnd in some poems, e.g., "Flotsam"-where two lines are ended 
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with prepositions-could be improved. As a means for achieving 
run-on effects this method is undesirable: it reduces the sense­
rhythm from the normal five-stress of blank verse to an undis­
tinguished prose beat. The title poem suffers badly from this 
same defect, heightened there by banality. 
The poet is not happy with his rime always; he rarely uses 
it effectively. Perhaps that is the reason he uses it so rarely 
altogether. ''The Deceiver" has rime that chimes so loudly that 
a jingle comes into the rhythm. "Derelict at Labuan" handles 
rime confidently and well; other poems that are rimed-exclud­
ing "The Lodger" where rime plays a major part-owe nothing 
to the rime for their effectiveness. 
It is in vivid imagery that Vallis' greatest strength lies. It 
gives him a personalised voice that reveals an essentially 
Romantic vision. His imagery has depth, is closely knit on most 
occasions, and throbs with overtones of meaning. 
Vivid imagery studs the poems. It bursts in splendid fashion 
in the very opening of "To an Old Woman, Tatting": it is held 
till the final stanza in "The Twenty-Nine Ships": it fills "Fishing 
Season" from beginning to end. Every poem has at least one 
good image: the best work is a sparkling succession of them. 
Thus, to instance again "Spring Song", it is imagery that saves 
this from being merely another expression of what literally 
dozens of versifiers put on paper during the war. It exemplifies 
the fact that it is vision, and not subject, that makes a poem. 
"Second Childhood" may be taken as an example of a poem with 
images of depth and of overtones, but the same quality invests 
all the best work in the book. There is an ease and confidence 
about these images: they are presented with power. 
Tom Inglis Moore has written a short preface to the book. 
The author expresses appreciation to him and to three others-to 
Douglas Stewart, F. John Blight and Miss Judith Wright. If one 
may say so, they, and he, are in good company-first book and 
all. Since Slessor wrote of the sea nothing has appeared in Aus­
tralian poetry that can approach what is here. As a young poet, 
Val Vallis has already achieved much: the future should give 
him hostages. 
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